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EDITOR 'S NOTE 
It happened every day that I taught. A line or two , a complete poem , 
and somebody e lse 's way of looking at the world became mine . And 
when I read about the new janitor 's nose I realized that I had seen him 
for two days, yet hadn 't looked at him. It took the honest observation 
and succinct description of a third grader to open my eyes , and I was 
delighted. 
But should you write about somebody 's nose? I mean , after 
all The younger students didn 't have second thoughts about 
!honestly and openly writing about anything they saw or felt. The older 
students , shedding self-consciousness, often wrote their way back to an 
innocence of vision that had this same honesty. 
Aware that one 's own honesty is often another's injury , a high school 
girl wrote what she needed to but added a post script: " No harm is 
meant. " This strikes me as being an important phrase , the product of a 
sensitive and wise person . 
Robert Frost said in an essay that poetry should begin in delight and 
end in wisdom. The poets-in-the-schools program has probably done 
more to make this statement come true for me than anything else I have 
done. 
The delight that the students have felt from the program has been ob-
vious to the poets and the administ rators involved ; the wisdom that the 
students have , or that they have discovered through writing poems, is 
obvious in this volume . 
It has been a unique opportunity for me as a poet to travel around 
South Carolina and touch and be touched by so many people : students, 
teachers , administrators, other poets , and lordy yes those cooks in the 
school lunchrooms. It is to all these people , and to the new janitor . that I 
dedicate this anthology. 
Dale Alan Bailes, Editor 
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THE NEW JANITOR'S NOSE AND OTHER POEMS 
Introduction 
" Don 't pass a note to anybody while the poet's here . He 'll think it 's a 
poem ." 
Of all the comments and remarks which we heard about the South 
Carolina Poets-In-The-Schools Program , this is my favorite . It does not 
possess any particular significance beyond its basic delight in cap-
turing that wonderful sense of whimsical humor which the young 
possess . And perhaps it indicates how far we have come from the 
educational forms of our forefathers . 
Poetry in schoo l meant reading and memorizing such classics as 
Evange line, Th anatopsis , and Ozymandias. It would have been thought 
folly to try to teach chi ld ren the meaning and pleasure in poetry by J 
motivating them to create it. 
Fortunately we have recognized that what once appeared fo lly also 
appears to work . 
Dur ing the 1971-72 school year eight poets went into 16 different 
South Carolina schools in ten school districts. Th e 1972-73 school year 
saw the program operating with ten poets in 38 different schools . So the 
program is growing and we hope the day wi ll come when a visiting poet 
wi ll be as regular a part of the schoo l program as a visiting nurse . 
Whether it becomes this or not is as dependent on the innovative at-
titudes of teachers and school ad ministrators as it is on the funding sup-
port from both state and federal sources. The Poets-In -The-Sc hools 
Program is not self-supporting and probably never will be . It will always 
require federal or state assistance funding so that the price can be kept 
modest enough so that any schoo l can participate . 
The South Caro l ina Arts Commission plans to continue the Poets-In-
The-Schools Program during the 1973-74 school year, again offering 
participating schools 2 one-week residencies at a cost of only $250 per 
school. Thus , the students can con tinu e to benefit from their 
association wit h the poets . 
However, it is not on ly pupils in school who benefit. Each poetry 
residency includes besides the four student classes- teacher 
workshops and a public reading. So the Poets- In -The-Schools programs 
are reaching an audience beyond those in school situations. Probably 
one of the more unusual public performance situations related to the 
Poets-In-The-Schools Program came about as the result of the big snow 
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storm which paralyzed South Carolina in early February. One of the par-
t icipating poets was stranded during the big storm in a small rural com-
munity. He spent the night camping in the local school with many other 
stranded motorists . To help while away the time , the poet announced 
over the intercom system that he would hold a poetry reading in one of 
the classrooms. Over 70 people attended- a full house and were , repor-
ted the poet , a highly enthusiastic and attentive audience . 
And so , all in all , it has been as they say- a good year for poetry. And 
this collection of the best student work to come out of the Poets-In-The-
Schools Program is eloquent and expressive testimony to the validity of 
the program . 
But perhaps it would be better to conclude th is introduction with a 
remark made by a young elementary student as the resident poet was 
leaving her schooi -
" Oh , I feel like I 've had poetry poured all over me ." 
That about says it all. 
Wesley 0. Brustad, 
Executive Director 
South Carolina Arts Commission 
IX 
I LISTENED TO A REAL POET TODAY 
I I istened to a real poet today 
He moved me in several ways 
Honesty and deep feelings were obvious 
He look as though he could be a hermit 
But only with his mind 
His experience was rich and true 
I think today more so than yesterday 
My heart yearns for something that was missing 
Through him my feelings came to the surface 
My search isn 't over now but the treasure is known 
I I istened to a real poet today 
He entered my brain 
But left through my heart 
An art such as his leaves the body aching 
Unsuriness penetrated every nerve inside me 
He touched my heart through every vein 
But left my stomach in knots 
I listened to a real poet today 
June Goodson 
Walk-In School 
1 
HEART POEM 
TRAGEDY 
I always wanted a red balloon . 
it only Cost a dime , 
But Ma said it was risky, 
They broke so quickly, 
And beside , she didn 't have time ; 
and even if she did , She didn 't 
think they were worth a dime . 
George Brooks 
8th Grade 
Ruffin H S 
I felt a beating heart and 
it felt like a clock in 
a soft pillow. 
Leroy Thompson 
Grade 2 
Brockman School 
SUNFLOWER 
I saw a sunflower across 
the street. Instead of facing 
the sun it looks like it 
ignores it. 
2 
Bruce 
Grade 5 
Windsor Elementary 
TURTLE 
I, the turtle 
Withdraw into myself 
When a groping hand 
Reaches out to me . 
Restricted to a life of timidity 
I long 
To be free o f the shell of loneliness 
In which I am encased . 
Julia Chipley 
10th Grade 
West Florence H S 
WATKINS GLEN 
Glen ; encroaching trees masted 
by gloom. Morning mist shelters 
gnarled roots . Shadows lurk , 
insinuating evil. Glen ; encroaching 
trees masted by gloom. 
A lifeless butterf ly hovers, strayed 
from familiar wandering in 
helpless murkiness as misty vapors 
stifle the air. A lifeless butterfly 
hovers, strayed from familiarity . 
Filtering sunlight intruding on 
the shadow filled hollow ; enwrapping 
the butterfly in blazing color, (an ) 
Aurora of brilliance Iighty darting 
through yielding gloom . Filtering sunlight 
intruding on the shadow filled hollow. 
Cam Eflin 
D. W. Daniel H S 
3 
PANTHER 
The panther walks and watches 
with amber eyes glowing 
like forgotten campfires on a moonless night . 
His sleek body 
ripp les like warm black silk 
While his tail slashes gently from side to side . 
As he walks 
the breeze carries the night 
to his senses 
where other animals sleep a cautious sleep 
because the panther walks , and watches. 
ALLEY CAT 
I 'm an old alley cat 
Melinda Davis 
11th Grade 
McClenagh an H S 
I go around looking in old garbage cans 
Getting out rotten food 
having to make my living 
off of rats and mice 
but I don 't mind 
I think it 's nice . 
Phyllis Cribb 
Grade 5 
Riverview School 
4 
SNAKES 
Snakes have a lways been low to the ground , 
But who knows they might have been hopping around 
A few thousand centuries give or take a few years 
They might have had feet and big floppy ears 
I bet they might have been a llowed in a chapel 
If one had not given Eve that big app le. 
MY DOG 
Don Cribb 
Pat Layden 
Grade 9 
Dent Junior High 
My dog is a famous out-
law , 
When we come home she is 
dressed in a b lack su it. 
OSTRICH 
Rene Cheryl Picow 
Grade 5 
Satchel Ford 
The ost rich lopes a long 
Lik e a Littl e Leag ue baseba l l player, 
whose legs have grown too long for his body . 
His clown-sized feet and spendly chicken legs 
seem hardly ab le to support 
Hi s awkward sized figure . 
Hi s escape from problems w ith his head 
In the sand never causes him any fuss . 
So maybe there 's a little ostrich in al l o f us. 
5 
Mary West 
10th Grade 
McClenaghan H S 
THURSDAYS 
Thursdays are green days. 
They are girl scout days 
when all you can think 
about is that gir l scout meeting 
and 
Where you will get your dime for dues. 
Thursdays are a day 
of very hot 
gooey 
marshmellows 
melting 
Very fine Hershey 's chocolate bars 
delightfully served on crispy . 
crunchy 
Graham crackers . 
Thursdays are days of 
coming home 
From Girl Scout meetings 
And l istening to pupils 
playing 
The piano that they haven 't practiced 
Since last Thursday at 
Their piano lesson. 
Thursdays are stomach aches 
After Girl Scout meetings 
And going to bed 
Without doing your homework . 
(Just like a ll other days) 
Thursdays don 't exist anymore . 
6 
Jewellee Manwiller 
12th Grade 
West Florence H S 
A LIFE WELL LIVED 
Memories of childhood running 
Through an old man 's head . 
Horse and buggy days. 
Sneaking from camp meetings 
To swim in the mill-pond . 
Memories of childhood . 
Memories of marriage running 
Through an old man 's head . 
Meeting at church socials , 
Riding in the buggy with 
Her hand clasped in his . 
Memories of marriage . 
Memories of children running 
Through an old man 's head. 
Riding for the midwife , 
Losing one to fever while 
The others grow up strong . 
Memories of children . 
Memories of life running 
Through an old man 's head . 
He is not dead , His memory lives on . 
ME GROWING UP 
Brad Smith 
12th Grade 
Wren H S 
I dreamed that Debi came back. 
I wish she would. 
Things haven 't seemed right since she moved 
Even when she comes to visit , 
She 's not the same girl I knew . 
7 
Debi Langley 
12th Grade 
Camden H S 
HALLOWEEN 
Halloween looks 
like satans convention hall . 
Jane Ferguson 
Grade 6 
Bishopville Middle School 
a werewolf taste like jerky 
with tiny hairs on it . 
Theresa Branham 
Grade 6 
Bishopville Middle School 
A ghost sound like the wind 
blowing through the top of a tree. 
A ghost feel like the cold ground when 
it just snowed . 
Roland Slater 
Grade 6 
Bishopville Middle School 
A bat tastes like a piece of licorice. 
Brenda Lewis 
Grade 6 
Bishopville Middle School 
Halloween to me smells like a 
witch 's stew and like a vampire 's 
bloody breath . 
8 
Elaine Wilson 
Grade 6 
Bishopville Middle School 
GHOST 
A ghost is like a cold ice cube 
shining in the night 
Looking you in the eye with his 
so bright. 
He tastes lik e a vanilla ice cream 
that you eat with fright 
He moves like an old man freezing 
1n the night. 
THE GHOST STATION 
The witch was up by the moon 
And 
Tonda Dixon 
Grade 5 
Hanberry Jr. High 
When she backed into it she lost her broom 
Power She could have gotten hurt , but 
She landed on her broom-straw and didn 't . 
What could she do? 
She started dragging her broom - she dragged and dragged 
And got so tired- when suddenly 
::ihe found a cave and in the cave there was 
a vacuum c leaner, 
So , she stuck her broom through her hat 
Pushed the button . 
And rode the vacuum c leaner until she found a 
Ghost station 1 
Mrs. Walker's Second Grade 
Brockman School 
9 
SATURDAY 
We go out for a walk 
in the youth of the morning . 
Quietly we listen for 
the autumn to grow-but 
the birds are quiet and the 
silence is beautiful. 
The only sound is the trickling 
from the spring that 
passes by us. 
As we lay the only movement 
is a lone leaf falling 
slowly on us as we love . 
SUNDAY 
Kathy Millar 
12th Grade 
West Florence H S 
The worshippers crowd into the church 
and become silent. An hour. 
Everyone is leaving . 
The chatter about the weather 
grows monotonous. Home . 
The dinner is served , the people 
are silent , the wine 
is only sipped . 
10 
Laura Lynch 
10th Grade 
Brookland Cayce H S 
SUNDAY 
The kick is off at Timberlake field , 
Where the neighborhood gang crush without yield . 
Many tattered shirts thrown all about, 
You can be sure of cuts and bruises, no doubt. 
An arm torn here and an eyeball there , 
While sandlot watchers grin and bare . 
" Call an ambulance ," "someone 's dead ." 
Another Sunday sandlot footballer lost his head. 
Tangled in briars and thrown through fence , 
The timberlake gang are terribly dense . 
POEM 
David Brown 
11th Grade 
Hartsville H S 
It was on a Tuesday when they came ; 
The hot sun beamed down upon the shifting sand-
reflections heralded their arrival. 
On sharp , muscled horses w ith long knives flashing 
they rode 
They rode into our peaceful village - " The red 
man must leave' " 
Women screamed and Red blood ran from th e 
wounds of our chi ldren 
Smoke and charred shadows- the remains of my 
village ; 
And the remnant rode back through the shifting 
sands -
The hope of a new land 
11 
William Skinner 
11th Grade 
West Florence H S 
OUR POETRY 
We learn how to write poems. 
She tells us our words we need to know. 
We lie to her . 
POETRY 
Billy Edgerton 
Robert Locklear 
Grade 4 
Satchel Ford School 
Poetry is grand 
It opens our litt le minds 
To make them bigger 
Cathy Rogers 
Grade 5 
Satchel Ford Schoo l 
POETRY IS DEATH 
Poetry is Death 
Limiting feelings 
to manmade words 
Poetry is death 
Killing the chance 
to change one 's mind 
because there 's concrete evidence 
of thoughts past 
Poetry is Death 
For the poet thinks 
in the poetic language 
whose only con cern is to 
present appeal 
Be it " good or Bad " 
12 
Duffy Poindexter 
12th Grade 
West Florence H S 
"STREET IN AUVERS" BY VAN GOGH 
Like a womb, 
The red brick tiles and gentle sunlight 
On cream-colored walls 
Have measured me through the trauma of 
My childhood. 
From the chambers of confusion , hate and 
Chaos , 
The worn , dusty path beckons me like the 
Soft embrace of my mother 's arms. 
THE MUSIC I HEAR 
Trish Catington 
12th Grade 
Sumter H S 
Th e mu s ic is lik e a c ry th at has 
bee n bot t led up in a jar o f aspirin s 
for a hundred years. 
Th e music is li ke th e yaw n o f a cat. 
Th e music is li ke one drop o f wa te r 
hangin g on the end o f a faucet. 
Th e mus ic is lik e the cree p o f a li on . 
Th e mus ic is li ke a ste p in to nowhere. 
Th e mus ic is lik e a rubber band . 
Th e mus ic is like the w in d b low ing 
throug h the eye o f a need le. 
Th e mus ic is l ike a nigh tmare . 
13 
Maxine Greene 
Orangeburg-Wilkerso n H S 
EYE DIVING 
I see the face 
The eyes , the mouth 
The lips are motionless 
Shut tight 
fixed in curves toward the sky 
I feel her feelings 
Her thoughts , her words 
I speak 
Without moving a muscle of tongue or lip 
I gaze into soft eyes that also talk 
Back to where it all began 
In mine 
I see her eyes 
they shine with beauty 
Refreshing beauty like a river 
On hot summer days 
They draw me inward, down 
I shed my c lothes and dive 
I dive, deep down and journey 
Long hair, blue eyes 
Like diving into a sky of stars 
At night , 
And then we talk , 
With lips . with eyes . with hands-
we talk 
VISION 
A tinkling laugh 
Mike Pulley 
12th Grade 
Airport H S 
Grass ripp ling in the wind 
A fiery steed 
Running in frenzied flight. 
14 
Laurie Gaines 
8th Grade 
Monaview School 
A BLIND MAN 'S FEAR 
Run fast , run quick 
Because a giant 's leg isn 't slick . 
Run slide , Run hide 
Because his arm isn 't soft cow hide . 
Don 't go was his plea 
Because I 'm only a tree . 
Kathy Hutson 
10th Grade 
Sumter H S 
THE OLD YELLOW EYE 
The o ld man 's dying eyes 
grow yel low 
from the drabness 
of his pillow 
But now new life comes 
rambling in , 
hides behind the sheets. 
While the old man 
lifts his hand 
to turn o ld age over 
to his grandson 
15 
John Donald 
12th Grade 
Allendale-Fairfax H S 
I USE TO THINK WATER WAS WHITE 
I use to think that water 
was white , 
But , then I saw it go ld one 
night, 
And then saw it gold one day, 
with black shadows and with 
hay. 
And then one morning it was 
blue , 
So . please tell me which 
one is true? 
Elizabeth Smith 
Grade 7 
Bishopville Middle School 
My life 
before you 
was as a piece 
o f glass-
blank , empty, without depth. 
But then -
you came 
And sudden ly. 
I am become a mirror-
reflecting all the glories 
o f the world 
Sometimes I wo nder 
if we are not a ll 
reflections- waiti ng 
to be caused 
to happen . 
16 
Mary Hild 
10th Grade 
Hartsvi lle H S 
FOR RENT, FREE 
I remember when 
I was a little guy and 
My father and I built a birdhouse 
and it was ye ll ow 
and had a porch 
with black letters above the door 
saying , " Tweety ". 
It was put up in an oak tree 
Higher than I could reach. 
And one day little birds moved in 
I 'm sure they liked it. 
The only improvement 
Was a carpet of twigs. 
Charles Lyle 
12th Grade 
Easley H S 
THE OLD COVERED BRIDGE 
I remember 
Going to an o ld covered bridge 
and watching through the cracks 
of the wooden slats , 
the swirling , murky waters . 
Swiftly moving, 
They were silent danger. 
I long to go back. 
17 
Kay Mooneyham 
10th Grade 
Pickens H S 
I AM A PENCIL 
My name is Cathren , 
I eat paper, 
sleep at the top of my owner 's bed , 
ride with him to school. 
write for him at school . 
tell him answers . 
But today I am sick , 
so he kisses me by , 
And takes my sister Patricia . 
I AM A COW 
Theresa Branham 
Grade 6 
Bishopville Middle School 
I moo moo all the time and I wi l l 
run after the grasshopper in the field 
and the grasshopper run after me and 
everytime I say moo the grasshopper hop 
aw ay. Sometime the grasshopper hops on 
my back . And I w ill try to wiggle 
the grasshopper off and some time 
I ca ll the grasshopper little midget. 
18 
Avis Wilson 
Grade 4 
Bishopville Elementa 
DESK 
To be a desk is lots 
of fun . 
To know the names of 
everyone. 
D. M . seems to love C. S., 
and all of them love 
all the rest . 
THINGS AND MORE THINGS 
Geri Friedman 
10th Grade 
Sumte r H S 
Things are not what they 're meant to be 
Just look at them and you will see ; 
A fence surrounding a school 
Turns into a moat-like pool 
A book and pencil turn out to be 
A trap and the bait for deadly harm 
A desk with its iron-like frame 
Can really make you quite lame 
The rooms are waiting for you 
Like a cell without any view ; 
When you see the clock strike three 
You know it 's time for you to change 
Into a little buzzing bee 
Without any limits or range. 
19 
Roger Barrett 
Gra de 8 
Ho ll is Elemen tary 
POEM 
I dream of flocks of golden geese, 
I dream of sheep with golden f leece. 
Of ships with golden mastheads ta ll , 
Of buildings lined with golden halls 
I dream of mi les of golden twine 
And golden jugs filled up with wine. 
But all my dreams are just in vain 
For that much gold would be a pain 
Mike Baxley 
11th Grade 
Harts vi lle H S 
THE GYPSY 
B lack and purple is a gypsy 
Travelling from city to city in a 
long black and purple dress 
Long. dangling ear rings and rings 
on every finger 
Straight. long . silky black hair 
Dancing around a purple fire 
in the black night to the 
beat of the black and purple bongos 
The purple stars dotting the 
black sky 
Black and purple are the mysterious. 
majestic , royal and magic 
Like the gypsy in the caravan 
Always . always. black and purple . 
20 
Judy Sandel 
Orangeburg-Wilkinson H S 
A MUSHROOM 
I am a white mushroom 
All spotted with red. 
Here comes a frog . 
Oh no' Oh dear' 
Ouc h ! 
He just bit my ear. 
PICASSO-" BLUE NUDE" 
Her hair is shiny as a silkworn 
Her skin is as soft as a ball of cotton 
She has a figure as a half moon 
She has a complexion as a c lea r b lue 
sky. 
She opened in the morning like 
a morning g lory. 
Lucy Nolan 
Gra de 5 
Satc he l Ford 
Willie Wheeler 
Laurens H S 
SKY 
The sky is like a crayon 
that colo red it b lue and 
missed some p laces. 
21 
Julia Barrett 
Grade 5 
Pine St. Elementary 
WHUMPSTON 
Pet coon quarterback 
in a '56 Chevy (you know that 'cause 
of that silver sticker on the back windshield ) 
pulls into the Bantam Chef 
and last year 's Miss Tenth Grade 
squawls for two orders of fries and 
a double chocolate shake 
The Lord comes to visit 
at the regularly scheduled three times a week 
and 
fellowship munches deviled eggs 
in the church social hall 
Kend all , Inc . 
weav es color TV 's and 100 horsepower 
Merc ury outboards 
bleaches identies 
mass produces dopes and moon pies 
gen uine imitation Acrylon mink 
and sanforizes th e fibers of its 
LIFE 
ex istence 
Kathy Banks 
12th Grade 
Palmetto H S 
Stil l, wandering soul 
A beach , a trail of sea gull tracks 
Leading to where? 
22 
Patti Sullivan 
12th Grade 
Fort Mill H S 
NEW YORK 
am New York 
am very loud 
am very dirty 
have lots of people 
have very tall buildings 
and at night I look like 
lots of cats with their 
glowing eyes shining through 
the moon light 
PITTSBURGH , PA. 
Charl ie Gardiner 
Grade 5 
Forest Lake 
I used to live in Pittsburg , but not anymore 
We moved . I remember it was a very big 
city with streetcars and taxis very hard 
to get . 
I wonder why we moved . It seems strange 
to think of the one-way streets and the kids 
playing in the summer showers . 
Then one day a family moved next door. 
I remember thinking how strange they were . 
Of course I was too litt le to unde rstand 
that they were my brothers, only a different co lor. 
My parents were acting strange too . 
I used to live in Pi tt sburgh. 
I wonder why we moved? 
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Rebecca Timms 
10th Grade 
Hartsv i lle H S 
POEM 
MAKE A FRIEND 
(look him in the eye) 
Some people say they have 
millions of friends 
when really that 's a lie , 
For not a single person has a friend 
un less he 's looked them in the 
eye 
Donald Scott 
Grade 6 
Riverview School 
I l ike Jesse because he looks like 
a potato pie. Gir ls are like a hamburger. 
Monica is like sliced tomatoes. 
SOUNDS 
Reginald Evans 
Grade 3 
Satchel Ford 
My litt le brother sounds 
like a crazy e lephant . 
My sister sounds like a monky 
with a long nose. My dog sounds 
like a twenty four hour bug. 
Sometimes my brother sounds like a 
pesent, But when he screams he 
sounds like a lady thats just had 
her pocketbook stolen . 
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Cami Corley 
Grade 3 
Forest Lake 
NOISES 
My sister sounds like thunder . 
The sun sounds like a turtle , 
Girls sound like cheerful birds . 
Boys sound like a traffic jam. 
My parents sound like lions. 
My body sounds like a rumbling wave . 
Lisa Waldt 
Grade 5 
Pine Street Elementary 
COMPARISONS 
My teacher is like a computer 
trying to teach us to learn. 
A piece of popcorn is like a 
rose that is retarded . 
Tartar sauce is like a glue 
with sequins in it . 
A cast on your arm is like 
a piece of paper with glue . 
A picture is like a bunch 
of colors mixed in it. 
25 
Lori Windham 
Grade 5 
Windsor Elementary 
THE FALL 
There I was all dressed up in blue 
had on a dress. It was picture day 
All the girls wore bows and lace 
All the boys wore ties and suits 
There we were arranged in rows 
Some sitting some standing and me 
There on the top and in the middle 
Just as the photographer got ready to snap 
I smi led and gave a cheese 
Th at 's when I lost my perfect stance 
And down I went all over the little lace girls 
On top of the tied and suited boys 
Just as the camera went pop 
Kay Daniels 
Grade 7 
St. Andrews Jr. High 
POEM 
I took a look for youth one day 
in the dictionary. 
The New World Edition 
And I fo und: 
"inexperienced , young in years , immaturity " 
in other words 
I found discrimination 
Even in the New World Edition . 
26 
Marcia Gilliam 
10th Grade 
Airport H S 
TRI -TOWN 
observing -
(from Wumpston altitude) 
the gollygee historical 
mineral-spring-park 
and wondering why 
two towns 
the size of a split spool 
were divided by the single redlight 
to form 
Eastown-Westown. 
A place whur the 6-mile radius 
of the world 
can be seen 
through cotton threaded eyes. 
Children 's 
children 's 
chi ldren 
form the graduating c lass 
of great-great-grandma 's 
'o l Alma-Mater. 
Cousins are 
cousin's cousins 
through shotgun marriages 
once removed from 9th grade English classes. 
The third shift 
ending for the last time 
provides an answer 
for the Saturday-night-what-are-we-going-to-dos 
" Let 's go down to the mortuary-
! heard somebody died 
last night. " 
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Julia Smith 
12th Grade 
Palmetto H S 
POEM 
Streams of yellow sand 
In mounds piled upon the table . 
Remnants of a trip taken yesterday. 
Maybe it was just a dream 
I found myself outside a locked 
door with a brass door knob . 
A hall of mirrors drew 
me closer, whispering who are 
you, who are you , who are you . 
I did not answer, turned , worlds 
turned and I was on a shore 
I found a green glass bottle 
with a note which said who 
are you. who are you , who are you . 
Waking up in my double bed 
I found my dresser mirror cracked 
my table pi led with yellow sand 
a green glass bottle lay on 
the floor with a note which 
read . Who are you , Who are you . 
I WOULD RATHER FLY 
I would rather fly 
sitting in one place 
for an hour 
is not my bag 
sitting on a pair of wings 
with a tail 
moving 250 miles an hour 
that I can dig 
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Paul Turner 
Orangeburg-Wilkinson H S 
Hal Hanvey 
McCormick H S 
GYPSY 
DEPARTING SHIPS 
Bright spots of now 
On a sea of eternal blackness 
Shapes and forms , trying to be different 
But still reflecting the established and 
accepted past , 
Of times when a ship was a ship 
(and everyone knew it was). 
And in the distance a sphere of 
faded blue , like a bright 
blue ball that's lost its shine . 
But the cluttered ships of now , move 
on , 
Across the page, through the black , 
and surely away from the sphere 
For the sphere 's too perfect, though old 
and worn out 
To harbor the vessels of now. 
Stephen Taylor 
Laurens H S 
The old life isn 't dead , brothers 
Merely a little changed . 
Scrap your wagons of arthritic wheels 
(Some wallet twitching collector will pay a stud 's ransom for them) 
Their burden of tradition was too heavy-
Give it to the anthropologists' 
For were we not always a free people , brothers? 
Unhampered by anything : 
Morals , money, or tradition? 
Horse-trading is no more , brothers 
But there are plenty of used cars. 
Jennifer McCall 
12th Grade 
Hartsville H S 
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EYES OF WONDER 
Eyes of wonder, fear , surprise , 
you see all these things in someone 's eyes . 
Sad and gloomy, dark , and dreary, 
it sort of makes you feel all eerie 
Eyes of amazement , happiness, surprise , 
remember, you see it all in someone 's eyes . 
I AM A TRASH CAN 
Janet Carswell 
Grade 6 
Riverview School 
I am a trash can and all day long , people 
throw trash in me. I eat paper and for 
desert sometimes I even get orange peelings 
and once I even got an apple . I like being 
a trash can , but I wish someone would throw 
in a little beef stew every once in a whi!e . 
KITE 
Venetta Joye 
Grade 6 
B ishopville Middle School 
if I was a kite I would go way up in the sky 
my color would be blue it would be fun 
it would tickle my stomach 
John Kleckley 
Unit 300 
L. B . Nelson 
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IF I WERE A BEARD 
If I were a beard I would 
grow on every man and woman 
and child . I would grow on there faces 
out of there ears out of there 
eye-balls everywhere . I would 
grow a mile long and 2 inches wide. 
STRANGE PEOPLE 
One night when I was lying 
in bed 
When all of a sudden I turned 
my head 
And what did I see. there 
people staring at me . 
I was so scared I turned 
on the ligh t , 
And you know what' I 
guess the light scared them 
so . they jumped out of there 
c lothes and left them hanging 
in my closet . 
Tony Hutto 
Grade 7 
Bishopville Middle School 
Norcott Miller 
Grade 5 
Riverview Sc hoo l 
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DREAMS OF A 7-YEAR OLD 
The peppermint striped sun 
rises above the lavender gum drop mountains 
and glistens in the lazy waters of a milk chocolate river 
my paper doll friends and I 
play ring around the rosie on a lawn 
of freshly mowed strawberry licorice. 
Sometimes we pick some and eat it 
leaving our fingers sticky and pink . 
Sometimes the lime sherbert clouds cover 
the sun 
and the entire valley looks soft green . 
When the peppermint sun starts to sink 
behind the gum drop mountains 
And the entire valley is as dark as the 
milk chocolate river 
I put my paper doll friends 
back into their empty cardboard box world. 
Pam Merck 
Pickens H S 
A lone seagull 's cry pierces 
the pounding momentum of the waves . 
The moon , a dim shimmer of light , 
casts its glow upon the vanishing footprints . 
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Nadeen Ferguson 
11th Grade 
McClenaghan H S 
POEM 
I remember 
My first day of kindergarten 
roudly I left the house with my mother. 
A big girl now 
Wearing a crisp yellow dress 
With brown flowers and a sash 
That tied in a wide yellow bow. 
I remember swinging 
a feeling of ecstacy 
As my stomach rose and fell 
With the movement of the swing 
As the wind caught it 
My new dress swelled 
Into a big yellow balloon 
Pam Merck 
12th Grade 
Pickens H S 
cautioned only by the wind 
(I did not listen) and confused and 
expecting the unexpected 
I watched my blueballoon 
swim between the clouds and 
and disappear 
when it reached the 
top (I imagined it) it exploded 
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Allison Knight 
12th Grade 
West Florence H S 
DREAMS 
OFF into a dream world , 
I'll spend my lonely night there 
Dreaming of a lost hope 
Or flying in the night air . 
OFF into a dream world 
Where I can run Forever 
Or Falling , Falling , Falling , 
Floating like a Feather. 
OFF into a dream world 
Be ing animals or tree stumps 
Climbing up a beanstalk 
Operating on Jerome Frump. 
OFF into a dream world 
Talking ducks and harmless killers 
Falling from a barnyard loft 
Or riding caterpillars . 
These things I often dream of 
There odd and full of lust 
Dreams of now and yesterday 
Its either dreams or bust. 
Harry King 
11th Grade 
Hartsville H S 
DREAMS 
Dreams come in many sizes. 
I love to listen to all of my sister 's. 
She always dreams of being big , 
To do what I do and go where I go. 
When I think of my sister 's dreams. 
I think of when I dreamed the same . 
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Elaine Gardner 
Grade 8 
Dent Junior High 
THE FIGHTER PILOT'S DREAM 
y wisp of smoke across the sky. 
Tally Ho rang our battle cry . 
Down we dove and turning tight 
Trying to get the enemy in my sight. 
Turning tight and tighter still 
My sight the enemy began to fill. 
A little more rudder a little less stick . 
Flame then smoke black and thick. 
On its tail the plane I stood 
Made of metal fabric and wood 
Throttle forward stick back full 
Exhaust pours past as the engine pu ll s 
High above in a cloudless sky 
Turning and rolling as I fly 
Above the earth so very high 
Alone in a clear blue sky . 
Dennis Hilley 
10th Grade 
Sumter H S 
SNOOPY FANTASY 
Here 's the Wor ld War I f lying ace- the Red Baron 
Back into action on his Sopwith Camel. 
My, I 'm in a gay mood today. 
Hark l There 's a crumby Germani 
R at-a-tat-a-tat! 
Well , so much for spitting dog biscuits 
At Char l ie. 
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Alonzo Davis 
11th Grade 
Wes t Flo renc e H S 
WHAT I USED TO THINK 
used to think that babies came from cross-eyed bears . 
used to think that dogs didn 't scare . 
used to think that people flied . 
used to think that trees always cried . 
But then I was small. 
And I was not smart at all. 
Myra George 
Grade 6 
Bishopville Middle School 
A LIE 
live in " Anything You Want To " land 
don 't have to go to school 
live in a cave that has running water 
and electricity 
Birds grow and flowers fly 
I climb a ice cream cone and jump on 
the clouds 
The clouds are made of whipped cream 
When it snows it snows cottage cheese 
I'm a gingerbread girl 
After I jump on the clouds 
I call a flying skunk and ride home 
When I get home I eat my supper of rocks 
Then I climb to the top of the cave 
and fly to " Desert Land " and visit 
my friend the coconut. 
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Lucy Allene Nolan 
Grade 5 
Satchel Ford 
MY WALLS 
I like my walls that 
are in my room, 
Th ey are good for 
Hanging my pictures on , 
And my windows are 
There so I can watch 
My dogs play , and 
The sun make colors over 
the sky. 
Cindy Kelly 
Riverview School 
MY BED 
My bed is my favorite thing. 
Its what I enjoy best , 
And even though it is not much 
I like it more than the rest. 
Sherri Aldridge 
Riverview School 
TREE ROOTS 
Tree roots are like brown 
Thread running a race through 
the ground 
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Julia Barrett 
Grade 5 
Pine St. Elementary 
THE FOREST 
Something I love something I feel. 
Nothing but a forest , 
A forest green and cheerful, 
A forest pretty and damp, 
A forest full of animals too . 
Birds hop about the thresholds 
Does tramping down the grass, 
Morning glorys peeping out at me, 
A blue sky fills the air , 
I love the forest , don 't you? 
Craig Moore 
Grade 5 
Windsor Elementary 
SOUNDS 
1. A falling tree sounds like a 
bundle of people clapping. 
2. The sound of a pencil sharpener 
sounds like a rabbit munching lettuce. 
3. The sound of a smushed tomatos 
reminds me of someone riding a 
bike with a flat tire . 
4. Someone laughing like ha-ha-ha 
ha and then hears a plop. It 
sounds like a witch laughing her 
head off. 
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Cathryn Bolyn 
Grade 4 
Forest Lake 
SOUNDS 
Scrunch is the sound of an ice masher , mashing , 
Crunch is the sound of a potato chip , 
Crack is the sound of a ball and a bat , 
Flap is the sound of the sails on a ship . 
Spatter is the sound of a cook 's grease . 
Boom is the sound of an atom bomb . 
Bom is the sound of a kettle drum . 
Squelch is the sound of an intercom . 
R-r -ring is the sound of a telephone , 
Whoosh is the sound of the wind blowing west, 
Meow is the sound of my pet cat , 
These are the sounds that I like best 
SOUNDS 
Vincent Smith 
Grade 5 
Forest Lake 
A breaking ligh t bulb sounds like a car 
A pencil sharpener sounds like a motor cranking up. 
A c lock sounds like the tapping of a blind man 's cane 
A wagon sounds like a cloud that is getting ready to rain . 
A door closing sounds like you are cutting off a radio. 
A door squeeking sounds like a ghost is in your house . 
A fan sounds like a wind mill. 
A flag sounds like a witch flying on her broom . 
A school house sounds like a car filled with children. 
And we all have a sound to our selfl 
Mrs. Ballentine's Third Grade 
Blythewood Elementary School. 
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SILENCE 
Damn You' 
You are always here , hanging 
Around and over and under me , 
Pushing aga inst me , 
Reminding me 
Of things and peop le past 
Of her 
And of how I lost her. 
When all I hear is the ticking of my watch 
I know I am alone , except . 
Except for you-
You are with me. 
FOOTFALLS 
Rick Mohn 
Dent Jr. H S 
Footfalls echo in my memory. 
What might have been will never be. 
Silently my thoughts make the 
intransient journey into 
oblivion. 
Down paths and roads they never took; 
through doors which might have made 
the difference. 
Angry words spoken in unfettered haste , 
return; though who can recall them? 
Footfa ll s echo in my memory. 
We wi ll never know. 
We will never learn. 
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John Lamar 
Orangeburg-Wilkerson H S 
SOUNDS 
Chairs scraping sound li ke cars & trucks 
sl iding on the road. 
A c lown sounds l ike the sound of 
happy peop le. 
Scraping chai rs sound like someone 
b lowing their nose. 
Chairs scraping sound like rats 
chasing e lephants. 
Be ll sounds l ike a fire dri ll. 
1st grade shuff l ing feet sounds like 
elephants. 
A b lue bi rd sounds like the squeek 
of a chair. 
Thunder sounds l ike a mad giant 
jumping up and down or li ke someone 
throwing bricks. 
Birds in forest sound l ike birds needing oil. 
Frankenstein sounds like being e lectrocuted . 
Thunder sounds like e lephants p laying 
jump rope . 
A f ly sounds like a buzz in g be ll. 
A scraping chair sounds li ke rats 
chasing e lephants 
Recess sounds l ike a band o f 
Indians attacking buffa loes . 
Mrs. Munn wa lking sounds li ke 
ro l ling a snowba ll on the snow . 
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Group Poem 
Unit 300 
L. B. Nelso n 
THE POEM ANIMAL 
The Poem Animal is very strange 
From Greenville to Charleston is its range . 
It feeds upon good poems with style. 
it wears clothes from the skin of crocodiles. 
It writes poems in the air , 
They are very pretty lik e Mrs. Sinclair's , 
You can only see this animal if you are sly, 
You must creep slowly up in the sky . 
It is sometimes large and somet ime small , 
I know no more so that is all. 
Caroline Brewer 
Grade 5 
Brockman School 
CHINESE CAT 
This cat to me is a soul sister 
Her fur is like the blown out Afro . 
Her nose is flat and pugg. Her skin is 
brown as chessnuts, with long legs as 
bean poles. The gray in the background 
is like a cloudy day. Her eyes shine 
like burning stars . 
PO' WITTLE GOLD FIS' 
got me a goldfis ' the odder day. 
named diz goldfis ' Blop . 
feeded dis goldfis' too much yethterday. 
And today he fwoted to de top . 
Lance Griffith 
12th Grade 
Donald Belton 
9th Grade 
Ruffin H S 
West Florence H S 
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BUTTERFLIES 
I wish I was a butterfly , 
High above the sky . 
Winging my way southward , 
Winging my way homeward . 
would fly-by-day , 
would rest-by-night . 
would lay many eggs, 
One of which would hatch. 
Then my son , grand son , and even my great-grandson 
Would carry on my task . 
Of flying , laying eggs, 
And dying . 
Nancy Singleton 
Grade 5 
Pine Street School 
ZEGOR 
am a Zegor . I look like a Jackass 
eat wop-sided bananas and 
don 't have any manners . 
Venson 
Bishopville Elementary 
THE OWL 
The owl dreams in black , and darkness 
with flashes of light in it . 
He dreams of quiet 
and peace and sometimes 
quic k movements. 
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Kym Davis 
12th Grade 
Ft. Mill H S 
SEASONAL COLORS 
Spring is yellow and green 
Butterflies and daffodils , 
Grass and new green leaves, 
Spring is pink and red and white 
Azaleas and soft white c louds 
Spring is gray for soft. sweet , showers. 
Summer is hard yellow and blue 
Sea and sky , 
Summer is white and dark green 
Clouds and maturing leaves . 
Summer is gray and red 
Thunder heads and roses 
Summer is yellow-white and aqua 
Sand and surging surf . 
Autumn is green and go ld . 
Autumn is orange and red . 
Autumn is brown and yellow. 
Autumn is changing , dying . falling 
leaves. 
Autumn is white for beginning snow . 
Winter is white and forest green 
Snow and Christmas trees . 
Winter is red and purple and gold 
Poinsettias and rega l kings . 
Winter is yellow on white 
White candles, yellow flame . 
W inter orange and yellow and blue . 
Flames in fire hot in warm . 
Winter is b lack and gray 
Charred logs and ashes . 
All is c lear. The c lear is broken 
by a beauti ful , bountiful rainbow 
bright , bri l liant color. 
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Gene Rogers 
Grade 5 
Forest Lake 
POEM 
A beautiful sunset sits placidly, 
quietly waiting 
for some brave mind to climb the 
broadened heights of sensation 
into the pink cotton mountains 
and the scarlet plains. 
To leave the earth and fly into 
the now-turned golden castle where 
Zeus and Hera reign and ambrosia drips 
from the heavenly doorway. 
To expand their imagination until 
they feel one in the universe and 
become a part of the pink, red , and 
gold which they can see through , 
their eyes being clouds. 
GOLD 
Gold is the color of a squash 
That has just been cut open . 
It sounds like an announcer 
Introducing a soap opera . 
It smells like a perfume 
That your mother just put on . 
Karen Fisk 
Orangeburg-Wilkerson H S 
Janet Lindsey 
Grade 6 
Pine Street School 
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REFLECTIONS OF A GROWN LITTLE GIRL 
i remember when my family moved 
across the street 
i was five . 
we had to move from the house 
that we rented 
goodbye. 
But my house was better , and bigger 
and it was different 
just because 
it was long and had two baths 
and pine paneling ; 
a carport 
my sister and my brother 
were at school 
studying 
i helped them move away 
mom and dad 
that day 
i carried the magazine rack 
all by myself . 
Jan Pressley 
11th Grade 
Easley H S 
THINGS IN A NUTSHELL 
The day is hot and dry 
Every small breeze makes dust fly 
Old women slowly rock creaking chairs 
While young children negotiate porch stairs . 
The front porch smel ls 
Like peas leaving their shells 
The old women are dead and the children grown 
And the peas are one peanut alone . 
46 
Robin Williamson 
12th Grade 
West Florence H S 
THE THOUGHT OF A CHEESE CRACKER 
I met a very special guy 
Just by droping my cheese crackers. 
I know it was just an excuse to hear his 
voice 
But I had only my cheese crackers and no 
other choice. 
So when I saw him coming I dropped 
them fast. 
He picked them up and said " Hi 
my name is Jackie and I met you at 
last. " 
Barbara Ann Ellison 
12th Grade 
Allendale-Fairfax H S 
A DAY IN THE LIFE OF A PEANUT BOY 
Little boys walk around 
Climbing over many a mountain of tobacco. 
The crisp , fresh smell of tobacco 
fills the air with sweetness. 
Sweat pours from the body of everyone 
as the heat penetrates the Warehouse . 
Buyers and sellers call out unusual numbers and names, 
But the squeaky little voice of the peanut boy still 
rings out---
·'Boiled peanuts. 10c a bag!" 
An answer never comes. 
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Ira Berger 
12th Grade 
West Florence H S 
ODE ON A PEANUT 
Who lies beneath the tightly nailed lid? 
What position did you hold in life? 
Why do they stuff you in museums. 
Where people stare and gape at you? 
The dead shou ld be al lowed to rest in peace. 
Don 't they understand? Cou ldn 't they have left you alone? 
I am the mummy. 
Don 't pity me. I now have the fame I never had in life . 
I am an example of the lost art of the Egyptians. 
You say your science today far surpasses ours , 
Yet can you preserve men for thousands of years? 
I am the mummy. Look at me and marvel. 
THE EARRING PIG SKIN 
The two pieces of pork skin 
Lay on my desk. They both 
Remind me of some type of 
Far out earrings. 
One is twisted with a drop 
Like a curl. The other in a 
Worm shape to frighten al l 
L ittle gir ls. 
Taking one bite and the 
Twist is gone leaving the 
Worm shape all a lone . 
Jan Starling 
11th Grade 
West Florence H S 
Odean Smart 
12th Grade 
A llenda le-Fairfax H S 
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STARLIGHT OVER THE RHINE 
The moon , yellow like a st ick of butter , 
round as a freshly made globe , shines down 
on the waters , the light rays are reflected 
as though they were bullets ricocheting from 
uneven rocks , together with the stars , which 
are candles in the beautiful autumn night sky , 
and the various formations of cumulus 
clouds which draw pictures of her in my mind . 
cause my past , the precious moments of my 
life with her, to take guided tours through my 
mind , heart , and soul. 0 my soul. The village is 
hushed and yes , it is a wondrous night. And I 
who am ancient and not to see her again . am 
alone . Alone . 
CEZANNE: " STILL LIFE" 
The turnips, a b loody red , 
Have stained the white cloth 
making it appear as a sheet 
Eddie Sullivan 
Laurens H S 
Over a corpse of a soldier killed in battle. 
The wine bott le presides over the masterpiece 
As Death does over us. 
Becky Whitesides 
Sumter H S 
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PICASSO: " THREE MUSICIANS" 
Sterne, Mclean and Liberache 
sat at a two legged table . 
And reading the upside down notes 
on a scale 
They joined in harmony. 
" Alice 's Restaurant " was what they 
played 
And the draft board rejected them. 
So free from the war on a brown 
Cubic day 
The trio returned to the Village . 
Helen Goldman 
12th Grade 
Greenwood H S 
POETRY 
Poetry is something 
Something that can 't be described-
Not by a teacher, or a coach , or your 
parents-
But it 's there . 
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Rick Mohn 
10th Grade 
Dent Junior High 
ASSASSINATION 
I sit in history class 
My head on the desk 
Whi le the teacher rambles on . 
I don 't hear what she 's saying . 
I'm thinking about the past. 
About Greece and Rome 
Suddenly , I 'm poked in the back 
Caesar is dead . 
Robert Cannon 
10th Grade 
McClenaghan H S 
ODE TO A MECHANIC 
I love thee to the depths of the tread of 
your tires . 
Your eyes are luminous as your sealed 
beam head l ights. 
Your face is as soft as your paste 
wax finish . 
Your breath is as sweet as your rich 
exhaust fumes . 
Your hair is as thick as your 
30 weight oi I. 
Your kiss is as hot as the firing of 
your 455 spark plugs. 
Your hands are as strong as the 
compression of your cylinders . 
And your wits are as slick as your 
90 weight gear oil , 
I love thee from the differential to 
your fan be lt. 
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Billy Harbuck 
10th Gra de 
A llendale-Fairfax 
SPEEDING AT THE FAIR 
There were cavities in her mouth 
As she shrieked and grabbed at 
The poor zombie man , stoned stripedly, 
Racing at 65 miles per hour over the plastic 
Craters of the moon. Zoom. Zoom . Zoom . 
Her eyelashes were all gobbed together as the 
Sugar from her 30c blue purchase was 
Automatically attracted to her nearest 
Bugged out feature . Away she flew. 
THE FAIR 
Denise Mincey 
11th Grade 
Airport H S 
" House of Mirrors! A-maze-ing " 
I was through the thing in a minute and a half. 
" See the two headed pig! " 
It 's fake head had been stapled on with a heavy duty stapler. 
" Don 't ride this if you have a heart condition! " 
My sister 's stuffed rabbit would have been 
More likely to give you a stroke. 
The Fair was almost , but not quite . as thrilling as a 
Two-day-old-anchovie-pizza . 
THE FAIR 
50c for 4 minutes 
($25 an hour) 
collected by sleazy people 
with mechanical eyes. 
May Denis Esther Clark 
9th Grade 
Airport H S 
Kathy Dudley 
12th Grade 
Ft. Mill H S 
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POEM 
HER EYES 
Like two calm suns , above the horizon ; 
placed gently against the smoothness of her face . 
They captivate me with every motion , 
her eyes of golden brown . 
Under the shield of her tan lids , 
they are like shy stars awaiting the night. 
When she cries , her eyes are like calm ships of 
mercy, upon a rough sea . 
When she sleeps, her eyes are calm , 
they are now like the sun after dark-
Vanished from sight. 
Richard Broomfield 
11th Grade 
Allendale-Fairfax H S 
As I gaze into her gleaming eyes 
with joy my soul transcends 
then I wonder: Is it love 
or a shiny contact lens? 
John Henry 
12th Grade 
Ft. Mill H S 
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BROKEN 
Falling out of fitted sections 
The doves are released 
To fly from their sand dollar home 
Past me and my child mind 
over the ocean . 
POEM 
Mitzi Young 
10th Grade 
Allendale-Fairfax H S 
He broke his watch with a stick 
to see what made it tick . 
LOVE POEM 
Love is like having a boy 
Patty Clary 
Grade 2 
Forest Lake School 
close to you . Love is like rubbing 
you hand through their hair. 
Love is like kiss them . Love 
is fun. 
Joyce Dickson 
Grade 4 
Westminster School 
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GIRLS 
THE GOURD 
The Gourd is looking 
sadly up toward the sky 
He is sad very sad because 
he cannot fly . 
Girls are like a bug in your hair 
twisting and turning 
wiggling and squirming around 
Girls are like a trumpet blasting 
in your ears all day long . 
Stephen 
Grade 5 
Annette Wright 
Grade 4 
Satchel Ford School 
Pine Street School 
SLEEPING BEAUTY AND ME 
I wish you wouldn 't 
sleep all the time , 
Because I 've been 
Kissing you for 
50 years , trying to 
get you awake and 
it just won 't work . 
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Keith 
Grade 8 
Hanberry Jr. High 
AN EAGLE SHRIEKED: A LAMENT FOR THE MADNESS 
OF THE WHITE MAN 
Green meadows crimson grow beneath dry white sun ; 
Bakes-cracking marrow easy prey for the returning carrion fowl. 
My rolling valleys and blue green hills 
Once echoed with plump babies cries; 
The bellowing , quaking rumble-
A land for the pleasure of the lords of the prairies 
The rolling oceans of buffalo. 
Blasted assunde r by the great iron horse-
Belching stench- his black breath blots out the sun ; 
Pale , bald head faces- squinting behind riveted sights upon octagonal 
piping 
Blasting; tearing , searing flesh and burning hair-
Letting forth the flowing crimson tide ; quenching the thirst of the 
white man . 
Moving on over the plains to conquer other oceans; 
Leaving death silence causing 
Greening meadows drowned beneath the mollasses slow flow of 
crimson. 
A DREAM 
Gilliam Skinner 
12th Grade 
West Florence H S 
I was dreaming about death, 
when sudden ly I was facing death 
a white blank . expressionless form 
beckoning as if to say " come. " 
But I didn 't . 
Then I was hearing death . It 
whispered something to me 
but I couldn 't comprehend. 
So I pretended I didn 't hear . 
But I did . I did. 
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Lisa Westbury 
Walk-in School 
WAR 
Some die without a pause. 
Some wonder if there 's a cause. 
Some don 't seem to care. 
But there 's always those that come to stare. 
Susan Neeley 
Dent Jr. High 
WAR 'S END* 
What was once filled with beauty. 
Lies now in a crumbling mass of dust. 
Bodies decaying in the evening sun. 
Flies going from body to body, 
Back and forth . over the rotting flesh , 
In what was once a beautiful land. 
Yet the world lives on. 
As brave men go home. not in one piece, 
People cry at their torn souls , 
After the war's end. 
Peace has come at last , 
Yet what has it gained? 
It cannot bring back long dead men, 
But still the conflict goes on. 
Not in fighting , but in our heart. 
Against our brothers 
Now the skies are foggy , 
While the stars have ceased to shine, 
And the wind has long blown itself out. 
In what is now a waste land. 
Ray Allen 
McCormick High School 
·Written on the night the peace treaty was signed. 
57 
THOUGH YOUR EYES BURN 
Though your eyes burn 
With flames of ice 
They command my undivided attention 
Though the words you speak 
(and the words you don 't speak) 
Strike me sharp and strong 
I absorb them all 
-tasting their bittersweetness 
And though you are withdrawn 
Attacking from your frozen shell 
I cannot turn away 
The words you say weren 't unexpected 
Your actions billboarded their coming 
I was wrong 
I am wrong 
Now you remind me of the many times 
I have been wrong before 
Sad , yes you would be sad 
To know 
I will be wrong again . 
Stephen Taylor 
11th Grade 
Laurens H S 
MY LEFT HAND 
I remember when I was small. 
We used to play tag and if 
You had drawn a cross on you , you 
Were safe 
In my left hand , I have a 
Very, Neat , Large cross 
Maybe I 'm safe 
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Sherwin F. Collins 
10th Grade 
Sumter H S 
DADDY 
Daddy 
Daddy 
where have you gone 
left me here alone 
Don 't you know I'm only six 
I don 't understand. 
When you call Mother says 
he 's loaded , 
drunk . 
intoxicated . 
But she can 't hide it : 
she loves you . 
She cares if you li ve in sin . 
She knows you live with women 
and have what you think 
is a good old time . 
You love Mom and me 
I know. 
But Dad 
Even though you ca lled me 
Skunk 
instead of kitten 
and forgot my thirteenth birthday 
I still think I love you . 
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Joan Sowell 
Walk-In School 
TO MY MOTHER 
The big black torch 
burned you continuously 
and left many ugly scars. 
Did it scorch the seed 
that someday love 
out of desperation 
would ferti l ize? 
I need to understand. 
You need to forget . 
Why can 't we he lp each other? 
POEM 
I feel like a tree who 
lost its leaves to the fall. 
I fee l like a rest less sea 
without a shore. 
I fee l, inside , like an empty canyon 
with the echoes of your name 
bouncing back and forth 
For she is the lucky one now , 
For she holds you 
while I hold memories. 
Jill Hall 
Camden H S 
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Laura 
Walk-In Schoo l 
ALONE * 
My God, Thomas Grayson , 
What did you go and do? 
You were probably speeding. 
And it 's been quite foggy lately , didn't you know? 
But didn 't you see that train , Thomas Grayson? 
I reckon not . What with the fog and all. 
You should have been more careful. 
Not necessarily for yourse lf , 
But you 've got a wife and four kids. 
Rather like , you had a wife and four kids. 
What about them? 
They 're alone now. 
Or didn 't you think of that? 
Ben Breedlove 
11th Grade 
Ruffin H S 
·For Thomas Grayson , who died December 13, 1972 
when his car collided with a train. 
OMICRON MAN 
i met a man of frozen glass 
cut and shining 
like a shattered diamond 
with icy breath he vainly tried to speak 
i listened but only heard 
re flec t ions of crystal air 
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John Addy 
9th Grade 
Airport H S 
SQUIRREL HUNTING 
I do my hunting with a .22 
Not just any .22 
A Marlin .22 
I use a twenty-two because , 
I like the sharp crack 
of a finely made .22 
Because of the way 
The hair on the 
little rodents back 
Stands up. 
THE MULE 
He was an old mule 
His name was Scottie . 
David 
11th Grade 
Hartsville H S 
He woke up this morning when my 
father went to feed him 
After he ate , he went to work . 
It was a hot and dreary day. 
It was not fit for a mule to plow 
I wonder how this old mule felt. 
Pluf, pluf went the hoofs in the dirt . 
Clang , clang went the chains cause I 
know it hurts . 
The plowing is done and he 's earned 
his keep for one more night. 
You could tell by the clinging of the 
chains that the old mule is coming 
home once again . 
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Roger Brown 
12th Grade 
Brookland-Cayce H S 
THE CAT 
The cat sits quiet as an owl 
waiting for something to come along. 
His instinct tells him that he 
is alone like a lost little boy. 
The colors of the evening sky 
gives his furry hair the color of smoke . 
His big black eyes peer here and there 
like Columbus looking for land. 
He just sits and waits like 
someone who has just missed a bus. 
Lynn Chapman 
Laurens H S 
THE FLY 
The fly is a very funny insect 
it is very interesting to disect 
one should really hear his dialect 
especially when you swat him. 
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Buddy Dunklin 
McClenaghan H S 
THE DEER 
The deer is so swift and keen. 
His senses are always on the go ; 
If gazed upon by a human , 
He will look up at you with wet , sobbing eyes, 
and will feel danger surging through his feet , 
then swift ly, silently he wi ll be gone. 
RED 
Red reminds me 
of a frog 
laying in the road 
in a trisaling fog 
with guts out and 
eyes in and 
with a little grin. 
Robin Streett 
10th Grade 
McClenaghan H S 
David Curry Cross 
Unit 500 
Lonnie B. Nelson School 
Wolf howls split the co ld night 
As gold moons echoed down quivering throats . 
In the distance . a lone man fed dying embers. 
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Huneycutt Purvis 
12th Grade 
Brookland-Cayce H S 
NIGHT 
Daylight is gone , broken is dusk 's spell 
Out of sight the sun now is slipping. 
With peace, day turns to night, all is well 
With mournful sound , the wind is blowing . 
The neon soldiers are still standing 
Keeping watch over their night domain . 
They keep their lonely vigil not knowing 
When morn comes their soul will not remain . 
The moon is looking , perhaps laughing 
Down at people who seem to be foolish . 
Roger Barrett 
Hollis Middle School 
WINTER SCENE 
Tod ay looks like a day of mourning 
for the world. 
The clouds look as tho someone 
let smoke out of a bottle. 
The grass was alive but now 
it is dead . 
The trees are poor 
They have no clothing . 
The world is silent. 
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Steven Coker 
Monaview Elementary 
POEM 
The air is a fragrance of honeysuckles. 
Tree branches are weary; 
As they sing in harmony with the wind. 
Yellow daisies are yearning in golden 
meadows . 
Multicolored butterflies rest upon petals of 
love. 
Nature comes alive; 
And I walk proudly among them. 
Shirley Singleton 
12th Grade 
Allendale-Fairfax H S 
COLORS 
Happy is yellow because yellow 
reminds me of flowers smiling _ 
Sad is white because white reminds 
me of a tear 
alone is brown because it reminds 
me of the bark of a tree I sit upon 
together reminds me of red because 
it reminds me of love hearts when 
you are together. 
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lrie Ashley 
Grade 4 
Forest Lake 
GREEN 
This is the color for the rich emerald green. 
It 's also the color of a small lima bean. 
Green is the color of our own Easley High. 
It' s also the color of my Dad 's favorite tie . 
Green is the color of the grass in the wind . 
It 's a lso the color of Jea lousy's sin . 
Green is the color for Irish good luck . 
It 's also the color of our American buck. 
Green is the color that our army men wear. 
It 's a lso the color of a Martian 's hair. 
Green 's also the color of a Martian 's feet , 
It can be the color of gangrenous meat. 
Green is the color for Saint Patrick 's Day. 
It's the color of the woods where the chipmonks play . 
Green is the color for the eyes of a cat. 
It 's also the color of the Green Beret 's hat. 
Green is the color of the leaves ot a tree . 
But I 'm sure glad green's not the color of me . 
GREEN IS 
Green is in May 
and May is one 
month until summer 
and the love of 
me and him running 
in the woods . 
Donna Bowie 
Danny Black 
Jan Adcox 
Kathy Wynn 
Group 3 
Easley H S 
Donna Lynn Hoglen 
L. B. Nelson School 
67 
MAGIC GLASSES 
Long , long ago I thought that 
Trees were globs of green on a stick. 
I thought that birds were flashes 
Of color that went streaking by. 
But , I went to an eyedoctor ; 
He gave me a pair of magic glasses. 
I discovered trees with hundreds of 
Seprate leaves, and a trunk they were on. 
Birds are feathered animals with wings; 
They have a beak , eyes , and feet. 
I love my magic glasses. 
Janet Lindsey 
Grade 6 
Pine Street School 
LIE POEM 
Agnew and Shriver 
Were running for a race. 
Then I ran too. 
And a turtle joined the 
race with us. 
But he won . 
And voting was 
against the law . 
68 
Jett J. 
Grade 3 
Forest Lake School 
DREAM TREE 
A dream tree reminds me o f 
autumn hot bubb le gum dreams 
reminds me of the runnie 
sap on a dream tree leaves 
remind me of the fl ying b irds 
around the dream tree the 
roots remind me of the earth 
worms under the dream tree . 
THE SNORT-FUL 
This is a strange kind of plant. 
It helps so many bees. 
Th e reason is it lives in ponds . 
And so metimes c lose to seas. 
Clyde Barnett 
Grade 5 
L. B. Nelson School 
It looks much like a hollow reed, 
When young fools grab it up. 
They soon find out it leaks quite well. 
And so for air come up. 
It wo rks much li ke a snork le, 
as every chi ld wou ld know. 
Except it lets in water, 
and chokes the one be low. 
Stephen Lloyd 
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9th Grade 
Brookland-Cayce H S 
DREAM 
And there came a strange voice , 
It said to save the soul , 
Before it 's too late. 
" Go out and save the sinful soul ," 
I tossed and turned at 3 AM . 
The voice continued on. 
"Death is near save the soul. " 
" Save the soul, Save the sou l' " 
I woke up and heard the howling dogs. 
A sudden wind came and forced the door, 
To open and c lose so rough , 
But soon came the answer. 
Sudden ly the phone rang . was at ease. 
Yes , I knew that she had died , 
The phone was answered and it was true , 
Deja Vu . 
MICHAEL 
Veronica 
10th Grade 
Sumter H S 
Your gaunt face stared at me for two nights 
On the third you cal led 
You said that malnutrition was your plight. 
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Jon Magidovitch 
10th Grade 
Sumter H S 
DREAM 
I find myself running in a road of bread 
Swimming in a sea of orange juice 
Riding on a horse of melted cheese 
The sun of tomatos shone on the melted cheese horse 
And he melted , and I had to walk 
Suddenly I find myself made of water 
And I melted into nothing on the ground . 
ANIMUS 
Joy Gaillard 
12th Grade 
Wren H S 
I lay there all alone in a bed of 
Queen Ann 's lace ; soft and warm . 
Total darkness surrounded me broken 
Only by two flaming torches on 
Either side of my downy bed . 
I listened and heard si lence. 
And then there were footsteps 
Drawing ever closer with every 
Resounding thud . 
And there you stood before me dressed 
In black , a color that suits yo u. 
Well. 
I longed so to have you close that 
My body quivered . 
And then without a word you breathed 
on the torches . 
Your darkness covered me . I am loved . 
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J. Crowder 
12th Grade 
Brookland-Cayce H S 
ANIMA 
I dream of a woman who knows exactly what she wants , 
She lives each day as it comes without the do's and don'ts; 
I know this woman I will not find 
So I keep her in my mind. 
David Gibbs 
12th Grade 
West Florence H S 
CITY LIFE ON A WINTER DAY 
Sitting at my vanity . 
I paint on a big smile 
I use " Cherry Charmer," 
(All the girls at the office do) 
I slip into my " Truly Your's " original 
and run out the door. 
The clouds emptying themselves 
of snow bring a feeling of sadness. 
Now I won 't be able to visit 
Poor Mrs. Thomas who is sick 
in the hospital. 
(I wanted her to see my new dress. 
It cost $50.) 
So in a deep depression I get on 
the bus 
And from behind my mask 
I start a new day. 
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Linda Hickey 
10th Grade 
Hartsville H S 
WHO'S REALLY ASLEEP? 
I dreamed about running , not running 
with Silly-Putty dragging feet , but office 
running. I was trying so hard , but the blank , closed 
faces stared and didn 't understand my speeches, 
my meanings. Why doesn 't an alarm clock go off somewhere 
to wake us all up? 
Ann Todd 
12th Grade 
Camden H S 
The Plastic Playtex Feeder through 
the years becomes Smirnov 's finest. 
The kiddie cars and pull toys become 
Corvettes and " heavy dates." 
The days spent in church and schoo l 
Become Don 's and the Green Olive. 
Beware the Ve locity of Puberty' 
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Tommy Nunn 
11th Grade 
Airport H S 
STARS 
When I go to bed each night 
I have the funny feeling 
That little eyes are watching 
To see what I 'm concealing . 
POEM 
Elaine Moody 
Grade 6 
South Pine Street Elementary 
I'm glad that I live near a park 
For in the winter after dark , 
The park lights shine as bright 
and still as dandelions on a hill. 
THE SKY 
Susan May 
Grade 2 
Forest Lake School 
The sky looks like a blue blanket 
The clouds are like cotton 
When I look up at the 
sky all my troubles are 
forgotten 
Steve Stephens 
Grade 5 
S. Pine St. Elementary 
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RECESS 
SOUNDS 
Paper grow ls when you move 
it and a telephone sounds 
like a bell , a giraffe sounds 
like nothing but in the zoo 
it sound like ssssss . 
At recess I see 
A jump ing jubilee . 
They p lay ball. 
They play jump rope , 
But I just sit , 
Just sit and hope. 
Alison Barber 
Grade 2 
Forest Lake 
Sherri Ann Aldridge 
Grade 5 
Riverview School 
ABRAHAM LINCOLN 
Abraham Lincoln was a boy 
Who studied hard 
Until he was 17th 
President of United 
States, 
But it isn 't so great 
Because he was shot 
in the back of the Brain. 
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Sherri Dunlap 
Grade 4 
Westminster Elementary 
TO THINK 
To think I never dreamed of how 
Bananas sway in rain 
And often looked at oranges 
Yet never thought of Spain. 
To think I once saw grocery 
shops with but a casua l eye 
And fi ngered figs and apri cots 
as one w ho came to buy. 
And in those wasted days 
I saw no sai Is above the sea 
For grocery shops were grocery 
shops , not hemispheres to me. 
Margaret Anderson 
Leila Bell Anderson 
McCormick H S 
A LIE POEM 
My nose is as big as a ba ll oon. 
The school w ill self destruct in 10 seconds. 
My brother is Frankenstein , 
I'm a linebacker for the Dallas Cowboys. 
I broke both of Joe Namath 's legs at 1 time. 
My arm is 300 yds. long, 
My dad is Dracula , 
Once I jumped to an altitu de of 3.000 feet 
I can work this problem-4568-in three seconds. 
90165 
10469 
I wish I cou ld stay at sc hool for 
the rest of my life. 
My father owns the Tashma Hall. 
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Bradley Cain 
Grade 6 
Pine Street School 
FUN AT THE FAIR 
I tripped out of the tent 
Sick 
From the look and smel l of 
Deformed infants crammed in fruit jars. 
And the crowd pushed me along 
To the skydiver where I was suddenly 
Clamped 
In a car and whirled 
Away 
High above the Midlands 
Mid a mass of quashed limbs. 
Round and round and round , 
Over and over and over, 
I lurched about like a gym shirt in the dryer. 
And then I spilled 
out. 
BILLY 
Billy Harbuck was the first man to 
cross the Atlantic Ocean in a bathtub 
Yesterday . In this period of seven days 
he consumed 2 gallons of milk , 44 roast 
Mary Rogers 
9th Grade 
Airport H S 
beef sandwiches. 37 pimento cheese sandwiches. 
97 bowls of soup. 23 snickers ' bars and one 
raw fish. Due to the fullness of his stomach 
and the extra weight he entered the harbor 
with his bathtub half submerged . screaming , 
" Aika Seltzer. Alka Seltzer ." 
Billy Harbuck 
10th Grade 
Allendale-Fairfax 
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THE CAT 
Ooh , look at that bird ; 
I bet he 's tasty . 
I' ll just sneak upon him 
When he 's not looking . Tip , tip , tip . 
Oh rats , he 's seen me. 
Rats, yeah , I think I ' ll 
go down in the cel lar . 
WISHES 
Lois Slade 
12th Grade 
Wren H S 
I wish I were in Hawaii taking it 
easy for a change . 
I wish I were with Winnie the Pooh 
at the honey tree . 
I wish I were in the Navy firing 
at enemy subs. 
I wish I were with Samson when he 
defeated a whole army with a chain and 
jaw of a donkey. 
I wish I were with Cortez at the defeat 
of the Aztecs . 
But most of all I wish I were home in 
bed and asleep for a week. 
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Donald Bryant 
Orangeburg-Wilkerson H S 
THE GIRL THAT HURT MY WRIST 
The girl that hurt my wrist , 
She was two times bigger that I, and had a big twist. 
I dunked her head in the fountain 
So she twisted and twisted my wrist . 
I called her fatty , she ca ll s me Punk . 
She takes it as an insult , and I take 
It as a compliment ; I wrote this poem 
So she broke my arm. 
I AM WAITING 
After Ferlinghetti 
Kirk Berry 
Dent Jr. High 
am waiting for the end of all prejudice 
and I am waiting for love . 
am waiting for floods to 
stop destructing and I am waiting 
for hurricanes to be named after men. 
am waiting for graduation and I 
am waiting for a miracle drug to 
keep me eternally seventeen years old . 
am waiting to be turned into an Indian 
squaw , living at peace with the white 
man , and I am waiting for interracial 
dating to be accepted. 
am waiting for Betty Crocker to turn 
in her apron and I am waiting for 
Little Miss Sunbeam to let 
down her hair and grow up. 
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Sue Ellen Hawkins 
12th Grade 
Greenwood H S 
THE SCHOOL 
I have climbed the crooked 
sta ir and passed through 
the gate the troubled gate 
that so many times kept 
me back. 
My mind has touched 
the ivy wall and the o ld 
broken fountain I found 
com fort in many times. 
I hear in my ears laughter 
ringing through the halls 
the deserted corridors and 
Find myself so desperate ly 
wait in g to see the faces 
of people I loved 
groping ove r the 
worn footholes in the steps 
it is all the same. 
Kelley Lannigan 
Grade 9 
Hanberry J High 
Yel low was the co loring crayon that a lways got a ll 
the other colors all over it. 
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John Chesnutt 
10th Grade 
H artsville HS 
DESK 
All the boredom of every student 
Day after Day 
Thoughts, desires, memories are 
scribbled on the face 
Insides crammed with everything 
imaginable 
Legs loose from endless rocking 
Saundra Hodge 
10th Grade 
Sumter H S 
ALONE 
The other day I got a D 
instead of an A ; 
wrecked one of OUR cars 
into the other 1, twice ; 
worked and lost the 
ballgame ; 
dreamed of killing my brother 
with a rifle ; 
And when I found myself 
Searching through the 
treetops, I believed 
I could make 
it. 
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Mike Boggs 
12th Grade 
D. W. Daniel H S 
WHY DON 'T YOU COME OVER TODAY? 
Why don't you come over today? 
It 's not cold or raining but still 
You 're afraid of metallic sound 
of ironic bedsprings squeaking. 
You love and then you cry 
Never knowing the answer why. 
For a while you seem alright 
But if I try to leave your 
Sight you grasp and try to 
Hold on to something you 're 
Afraid wi ll diminish into a lover 
Once was. 
RIDES 
High on a ferris-wheel 
Surrounded by red necks and freak shows 
We were held above reality by our ride 
Sat high and watched life flow by 
A life c luttered with hate and prejudices 
But we were on a free ride above all 
cares and strife . 
We started moving s lowly downward 
Down from our throne into life 
We began to fall as the ferris-wheel 
I hung on to the highest c loud with hope 
Will we ever be taken by the clouds 
above all corruption 
Into our world of high rides 
Jane Senn 
Laurens H S 
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Sammy Rikard 
11th Grade 
Airport H S 
THE UNCOVERED CITY 
They all grew out of the mist ; I was left alone . 
The corners were empty, wine bottles gone 
In the long run birth came to the junky 
Gas heat, rea l cadil lacs , modern toilets and the flunky; 
Out came the blocks that made the Pusher. 
A new look in the mini provided an usher . 
Busing was invented , patiently, where I did doubt . 
For this all hidden in Cayce came out. 
JUNKIE 
Cand le flickering to heat up 
the fate of a littl e lost sheep 
going home. 
Shooting now , 
the flames burst into 
neon butterflies 
Only to come down 
into teeming maggots 
As Pandora 's box turns 
upside down . 
And like the cand le 
he burns out to ashes. 
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Billy E. Chestnut 
12th Grade 
Airport H S 
Kim Jordan 
11th Grade 
D. W. Daniel H S 
FORT MILL, S. C. 
In Fort Mill life revolves around the 
High school football field and 
Everyone is a frustrated jock 
Trying to win just 
One more for the Gipper 
In our peaceful town 
Asses are beaten cause someone 's been 
Messin ' with someone 's gir l, 
An we don 't hold with stuff like that. 
Everyone goes to Wednesday night 
Prayer Meetin ' 
Where we are taught to love our neighbors. 
And we do ; 
Till backs are turned 
And then the whispers fly freely 
And build into bombs. 
Drive-in movies are still " in " 
And many a Fort Mill flower has been introduced to 
the intricacies of love while viewing 
From the back seat of a '55 Chevy. 
Yet we have our moments of sophisticati on 
We 've built a Paradise for our 
oppressed people (rah , rah) 
And when one of our Southern Be ll es gets in 
trouble 
We ship her off and 
Vacuum away the 
prob lem . 
So we live in Fort Mill , 
Surrounded by magnolia blossoms, 
Living technico lor 
Lies 
Stolen from 1950 plots . 
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Kathie Amato 
12th Grade 
Fort Mill H S 
RAINY NIGHT 
It was raining hard 
We could hardly see out of the car windows 
But we could see each other 
And that was enough. 
Kay Saleeby 
10th Grade 
Hartsville H S 
WINTER RUN 
I run some nights, 
when it's clear 
and hurts my lungs 
to pull in the icy air. 
The cold nips 
my ears playfully, 
my eyes drop to watch 
two feet plop 
along the cinder track . 
Often , I pull my eyes up 
to see the criss-crossed 
stars in the sky. 
When my legs are through 
w ith their work , 
I drop my body in 
dry grass beside the track , 
and listen 
to my wheezy breaths , 
creating a backgro und 
for the wind. 
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Larry Huff 
12th Grade 
D. W. Daniel H S 
BUTTER WALK 
I am walking in butter 
It's all gooey and sticky 
A girl is with me 
Oh my shoe is coming offl 
The butte-r is delicious 
Now the girl and I are 
eating it 
I say it is a beautiful 
golden-brown 
Smells like heaven 
You can hear it bubbling 
Plup, Plop, Plup, Plop 
I think it is the nicest 
thing to walk in 
butter 
AUTUMN 
Charlene Annie Van Patten 
Grade 5 
Brockman School 
When the leaves on the trees turn red and gold 
It is the time for the leaves to go because they 
are old . 
It is the time when the days grow shorter . 
It is the time when the children become smarter 
Because they have the summer games off their 
minds. 
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Derrick Harper 
Grade 8 
Monaview Elementary 
ECSTACY 
HEH. HEH. HEH . 
It is not over 
yet , my dear. 
Come on and 
dare yourself 
to remove your 
dirty socks from 
your handbag . 
They have been 
in there since 
the very first 
execution of 
your sanity . 
Do you dare to? 
Insanity . Psychos. 
Listen to those 
idg its scream 
and rattle off 
their convictions 
and confessions . 
Consequently, 
rabbit ears wi II 
erupt . The blood 
of many flows 
expressing its 
liquidifying 
knowledge of 
the Tunnel of the 
Hushed and 
I nsantan ious. 
Grasp hold ; don 't let go 
shine on . brilliance . shine on me 
Hang on leaf . don 't fall . 
Debby Walden 
12th Grade 
Fort M i ll H S 
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Denise Mincey 
11th Grade 
Airport H S 
THE RACE 
My skin tingles as I wa tc h the horses. 
Galloping , Galloping . 
Around and Around . 
They slow to meet the barriers 
Then jump and are off again 
Their pace increases. 
They begin to lather. 
Leg muscles strain 
Riders yell and whip their mounts. 
But the race is not won 
because the merry-go-round has stopped . 
HOWL 
Karen Walters 
12th Grade 
Brookland-Cayce H S 
Glass lies on pavement as Silnd on a beach . 
Chrome and blue metal blan ke t the trance 
that fell on one . 
A young girl lies sleeping , dying but not dead. 
The frail ghost awakes and squeezes 
a hand but does not speak . 
She sees friends w ith eyes that see through 
and beyond and not really what is there . 
There was one she saw complete ly but sees no more. 
Distorted love for what she thought was a man 
but was just a dog howling in the night. 
Jeff Arrington 
D. W. Daniel H S 
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MAIL ORDER DOG 
I just ordered me a dog , 
Out of my Speigel Cata log . 
Short and brown and white a ll over, 
I think I' ll call him Spot or Rover. 
I don't care if he ain 't bright , 
A stupid dog can be al l right. 
He's not a Boxer, he 's not a Shepard, 
He 's not a Dalmation. a ll a'peppered. 
I wou ld think it JUSt plain illegal 
To get me other than a Spe ige l Beagle . 
Larry Huff 
12th Grade 
D. W. Daniel H S 
WHATEVER 
Love is a beautiful thing 
For beauty is its blossom 
If you want your finger bit 
St ick it to a possum . 
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Mike McCauly 
12th Grade 
Wren H S 
WILD APPLES 
Rosy glowing gems 
Suspended just above my reach -
1 want to taste your spice -
Forbidden fruit. 
I want to fly recklessly 
Through warm fields. Butterflies 
And warm golden beams-
Stolen freedom . 
To co ll apse in your shade . 
Refreshing cool and protective branches 
Hide me from the world -
In mock security. 
The melody of a flute in the breeze 
Brushes my cheek and floats by . 
It sings in my ears-
In muted silence. 
Maybe the sun will clear my mind. 
In so litude maybe I can sort things out. 
And find what it is I am really 
Longing for . 
SUNFLOWERS 
Yellow sunflowers , as yellow 
as the sun , hang their 
heads like a child who 
has broken his favorite 
toy . The black centers stare 
like the eyes of the blind . 
Lynn Dover 
Laurens H S 
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Mary West 
11th Grade 
McClenaghan H S 
IN THE COUNTRY 
I stand in the country at night , 
The stars look like bright street 
lights, 
Frogs sound like a record that 
is finished playing. 
In the day time I look around 
and see a plane that looks like 
an electric bird, 
Crickets that look like jumping 
springs, 
Streams running like its going 
to a masquerade Ball , 
Hills that look like dinosaurs 
sleeping. 
Randy Berry 
Grade 8 
Ruffin H S 
THE CAPE 
Where I was born . 
The birds fly . 
They screech silently. 
The waves crash . 
Let me go back . 
Please I 
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Joyce Gregory 
10th Grade 
Sumter H S 
GRANDFATHER 
I remember grandfather 
Lived there with us ; 
Gave money for treats , 
Chocolates, gum. 
He sat in a wheelchair 
Crippled and old. 
We helped his trip along . 
He sat in the living room 
And watched his life go by . 
SUMMER DAY 
Summer dawn 
Steve Brown 
Pickens H S 
and the watermelon-tang of the air 
tickles the dawn-tipped grass ; 
trees stir in their slumber 
Summer noon 
and even the air sleeps ; 
a lethargic guilt settled over the field grasses 
sun-pounded 
Summer evening 
(band practice) 
and the crickets c l ick staccato rhythms 
to the si lver , brass , and wooden voices 
crossing and re-crossing the leisure-warmed field 
Grasses toe-churned and chalk-patterned . 
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Jennifer McCall 
12th Grade 
Hartsville H S 
POEM 
TREND 
A baby cries 
a new life begins 
in a world of sins 
now do what your mother may bid 
'cause you 've got to be super kid 
A nation tries 
to clean it 's air 
disown the Longhair 
to be the best 
by robbing the rest 
And time flies 
the latest , improved things to do 
hurry, boredom might catch you 
don 't stop to help your fellowman 
he ' ll just have to do the best he can 
Another dies 
to God a widow for mercy pleads 
an unconcerned friend the obituary reads 
a wel l-marked grave, yet years later 
his tombstone is a skyscraper 
Stephen Taylor 
11th Grade 
Laurens H S 
Sitting on a bridge 
Watching tiny life 
Pass under 
Amazed . 
Paul Sims 
Pa lmetto H S 
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VISION 
Picture yourself in the middle of a war. 
Where they are fighting with candy cane 
swords and jelly bean bullets. 
Standing behind the walls of whipped 
cream , the Gingerbread men are defending 
the life of the Lord of Ice Cream 
Who is slowly melting away. 
Boys are like bare trees 
when will it be summer again 
HOUSE CLOCK 
Kay Hughey 
12th Grade 
Allendale-Fairfax H S 
Gladys Bennett 
9th Grade 
Camden H S 
I live on the hand of the clock . 
It is loud inside the clock , it goes tick tock 
I can count from 1 to 12 . My home has an alarm 
I open the door when it goes buzzzz , 
but noone yes noone is ever there . 
I like to ride on the red hand . I call 
it my red roller coaster, it 's fun oh 
boy is it fun' All 12 numbers stand guard 
all night. 
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Lori Windham 
Grade 5 
Windsor Elementary 
A CLOCK IS LIKE A WOMAN 
A clock is like a woman in many ways 
Always going or moving 
Sometimes going crazy 
And ringing or telling everybody what to do 
And always going around and around in 
circles . 
TIME 
Cindy Johnson 
Grade 8 
Monaview Elementary 
Undefined , but beautiful , God put us in its realm 
Yet when our period is through 
What will happen then? 
Whether in heaven or hell how long will it last? 
Maybe it can be described as ; 
An angel with a feather that strokes 
An earth of diamond once each thousand years. 
Yet , when the diamond is finally worn away, 
The first moment of eternity will have passed . 
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Coy Johnson 
12th Grade 
Wren H S 
PETIT FILLE 
Oh baby girl picking the luscious 
fruit 
Orange and black color of 
Halloween 
The black night of the dark 
Flying saucer sleeves of the 
doll Baby dress 
Kitty cat horse like color 
Sparkling eyes of the black bright 
A child and her cat out in the dark 
Looking the pity of poor jailed man 
Beads around her neck look as sweet 
as candy 
The unfolded dress as if it was an open 
rose 
AGING 
A little child left alone 
to pick the forbidden fruit of 
the devil 
Little Orphan Annie eyes grow until 
They fall off. And the weight they 
yield bends spinal chord and ribs. 
Hot , tough , leather pouches form as 
cradles to the black dots. Wrinkles 
emerge and cut the skin until it 
bleeds yellow. 
Once youthful , colorful and happy 
oracles now become freeze-dried 
French frie s. 
And after /es grande finale , I ' ll 
cry powdered tears to fertilize flowers . 
Joe Hollins 
12th Grade 
Fort Mill H S 
96 
Marsha Eaglin 
Sumter H S 
DAWN 
Darkness. 
A peaceful silence hovers 
Aw aiting cautiously, tensely ; anticipating 
Morning. 
The birth of a new day 
with the dew of nativity on its breast . 
Golden threads of sunlight slip over the horizon 
shyly, at first 
then bursting into brilliance, thre ads become bands of 
beauty 
blanketing earth ; caressing each bit of the living 
with life . 
Morning . 
Seen only by those 
who search . 
THE OLD GUITARIST 
Suzanne Styron 
West Florence H S 
Wrinkled as yesterday 's Index Journal , 
Thin as a lone weed in a North wind , 
Ragged as my dog 's navy blue sock . 
He grits his teeth and plucks his guitar 
with fingers knotted up with arthritis, 
A prisoner of time. 
97 
Joanne Chalmers 
Greenwood H S 
NUMBER ONE 
The leaves cling on for their 
last breath 
Mosses drape like little girls 
hair 
Pine cones fall on the massed 
filled earth . . there home 
away from home 
Trees dotted with new life stand 
naked with winter 
Beams flow thru ; beams of 
light 
Burrell Sinclair 
THE FIRST DAY 
In the morning , 
I woke up 
11th Grade 
Allendale-Fairfax H S 
in the Smoky Mountains. 
The sky looked 
like a big blanket 
draped around 
the necks 
of the mountains. 
98 
Sidney Scoggins 
Grade 8 
St. Andrews Jr. High 
MORNING SOUNDS 
The alarm goes off as the banging on the piano of the same 
key over and over. 
Down the stairs the eggs are frying , a battle field with 
the different far away bangs. 
The perculator is perk ing , 
blub , blub, steady, still and slow . 
As a base cleff cello . 
Robbie Jones 
Unit 400 
L. B. Nelson School 
SOUNDS 
My little bird named Tweety 
sounds like a screeching bat , 
but when he fluffs his feathers 
he looks pretty fat. 
Darryl Ohlenbusch 
Grade 3 
Forest Lake 
MY BODY 
The foot is like Frankensteins ' shoe, but bigger. 
The hair is a jungle were he traveled . 
The nose a mountain he climbed . 
Eyes a mirror he looked at. 
A hand a chicken 's head he killed. 
The ears a dish he broke. 
Fingers are people running from him . 
A head a rock he threw at people . 
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Timmy Eleazer 
Unit 400 
L. B. Nelson School 
ME 
My hand looks like tiny roads 
going from here to there 
When I stub my toe it feels 
like a town, destroyed by a 
hurricane . When I cut my hand 
it feels like a new river with muddy 
water. When I feel my knuckles 
it feels like a sandwich. 
Kenny 
Grade 3 
Blythewood 
UMBRELLA POEM 
A umbrella looks like a radar 
shining in the sun. When a plane 
comes, it tracks it down like 
Daniel Boonel 
LIES 
Chad Fontenot 
Unit 300 
L. B. Nelson School 
I told my sister it was Hulk in the kitchen 
but it was an ant. 
I told my brother it was Godzilla in the 
living room but it was a fly. 
I told my mother it was Hercules out side 
but it was a dog . 
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Mike Green 
Grade 3 
Forest Lake 
TOOTH POEM 
My tooth is lose 
Ouch! that's the 
wrong one, 
Try again , 
That 's it 
Now ready pull , 
Wow look how big it is , 
It 's probably worth 
two dollars. 
Marcia Berry 
Grade 5 
Satchel Ford 
A girl and boyfriend are like a peanut butter-jelly 
sandwich all close together 
ME 
am a horse . 
am wild . 
Renee Blanding 
9th Grade 
Camden H S 
buck people off my back 
kick . 
snort . 
rear up on my hind legs. 
Ouchl I have a rope around my neck . 
I am captured I 
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Rachel C. Haigler 
Grade 3 
Brockman School 
,-------- --------------------
ROAD TO THE HINTERLANDS 
Ears perservered 
thru the cold and winter night 
crown or halo 
was eac h thing thrown 
in the cold and w inter light 
Such a dead sound they made 
lying in the road 
crimina l asphalt 
offered no so lace 
but solid so li tude 
between the death of the dark 
and each tiny star 
My boots are frai l 
My mind is ragged leather 
And by each bloody heap I recite 
" If I was a jack rabbit 
I wou ldn 't cross at night! " 
John Donald 
TURQUOISE 
12th Grade 
Allendale-Fairfax H S 
Turquoise is the color of the beautiful gem. 
It tastes li ke a green mountainside in the wind. 
It smel ls like a deserted quarry in a ghost town . 
Turquoise is the most beautiful co lor in the world . 
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Rick Grant 
Grade 5 
Forest Lake 
JUST WAITING 
I 'm waiting for a poem to come 
to my head 
and spread its self before me on 
paper, like butter on bread . 
James Todd 
12th Grade 
Greenwood H S 
As I sit listening to 
a flute in a tomb 
of beauty, I am transported 
to a mountaintop into a 
beautiful , fantastical meadow , 
down by a brook which 
pauses languidly for a moment 
at my coming and then runs 
on to complete its journey 
to the sea. Suddenly 
realising that I 'm not alone , 
I look around to see 
a wonderfully light nymph 
of the woods dancing from 
flower to flower , gathering 
bright gems to weave into 
garlands for her fair bosom . 
As I watch her wild dance 
of joy I am irresistibly 
drawn into her lovely flight , 
joyously oblivious to the blissful 
world . 
Halfway between my unfettered 
odyssey to those so white arms, 
she suddenly resolves into a bright 
butterfl y fl oatin g on su nbe ams. and 
I 'm alone 
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John Lamar 
Orangeburg-Wilkinson H S 
A MEMORY 
Five years in split-level cottage , 
Basement watching Mickey Mouse , 
See train from room , 
Driveway for tractor, 
Yellow dandelions in spring . 
Bennie Culp 
12th Grade 
Greenwood H S 
REMODELING 
I was five ; we remodeled our house. 
Sawdust , cement , tarpaper, paint 
skeletal system of 2 ' by 4 " s. 
Cotton candy insulation. It stank . 
Helen Goldman 
12th Grade 
Greenwood H S 
AGED FIVE 
five story brownstone 
kitchen 
mother ironed 
window 
clothesline 
hung like wet spagetti 
sauerkraut smells at noon 
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Tony Powell 
12th Grade 
Greenwood H S 
The brilliant violet balloons floated 
like rolling thunder through 
wet spaghetti. 
Not understanding , it was 
clutched by something that couldn 't let go, 
Then was released to find wisdom in a 
subway station. 
POEM 
Sharon Cribb 
11th Grade 
McClenaghan H S 
The world rages with loudness. 
Cars , Trucks , Planes sounding 
the sky with noise . 
Sad looks from heaven not 
able to hear a prayer . 
Where is the quiet of old? 
The world is running wildly 
as the night. 
War , Riots, Demonstrations are 
the news . 
Beelzebub looks upward w ith 
a yelling joy. 
Where is the peace of old? 
Th e world becomes the container 
o f men 's belief. 
God , Money, Animals becoming 
the worshiped of man. 
I am lost in what to believe . 
Will the real god please 
stand up . 
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Danny Brown 
11th Grade 
Laurens H S 
POEM 
Little mountains rising up 
Circling paths intwining 
Points sharp yet smooth 
Intricate 
Lines blending into smoothness 
Smoothly curving edges 
Little ridges delicately carved 
Coo l, warmed by my hands 
Th e point like a unicorn 's horn 
Kathy Cothran 
Hartsville H S 
NUANCE 
Mint green I saw you first . 
Now evergreen you leave me . 
Lu Anne Holt 
10th Grade 
Allendale Fairfax H S 
We peeped through the staircase 
Pri soners of our youth. 
Voices de fused by the whi r of 
the slow turning cei ling fan. 
Each erect in their chair. 
She serves the tea from the 
French table sett ing 
And he places his cup on the 
iced linen. 
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Cathy Bray 
12th Grade 
D. W. Daniel H S 
THE LIFE OF A JUNKIE 
Tac-heads on a corner 
hinting to the other 
that he needs a fix . 
The on ly other conversation 
heard is that of how many 
whores he had the night before . 
A child down the street 
needs a doctor , but can 't 
lay his hands on some bread ; 
he dies. 
Junkies ' only concern 
is that of himse lf 
now and ever ; 
don 't you care? 
don't you give a damn? 
Your days are numbered . 1 2 3. 
You will care . 
POEM 
Anonymous 
Pa lmetto H S 
We were there out on the creek 
With the frosted winds freezing our face 
The rustling leaves making us paranoid 
Because of the things we had smoked 
There is more but I don 't remember 
Vaguely we went to sleep in the sunset 
Rocky Norton 
Walk -in School 
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I AM THE RAIN 
I am the rain falling from the sky. 
It feels so funny saying good-bye to all 
my friends in the sky like the clouds or 
the thunder or the lighting . But when I 
fall to the ground I make all the cars put 
on their windshield wipers and I make 
the sand turn into mud and when people need 
to go get their newspaper they have to put 
up their umbrellas to go get it. And then 
my friend the wind blows the umbrellas 
down and the people get wet. My good 
old friend the wind . 
Clare Hungiville 
Grade 3 
Forest Lake 
SUNSHINE CHILD 
Friday afternoon with Chip . 
Coke and crackers 
Sunshine and love . 
Together we sit and sip . 
His eyes are hazel , his hair auburn , 
With golden glitter freckles sprinkled over 
his nose . 
Squinched when he tastes something bitter . 
Always laughing , wherever he goes. 
I bought him cheese crackers 
Instead of peanuts 
Yet into his coke they go-
He 's only three and I can 't tell him no . 
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Wanda Crim 
11th Grade 
Allendale-Fairfax H S 
POEM 
Oh sma ll one 
Don 't think of yourself 
as the child of the sun 
But rather as the offspring 
of the moon 
For as you rain a shower of hatred upon me 
I see your deformed image 
Against the blue 
of a perfect sky 
I WISH 
Jane Cook 
Palmetto H S 
wish that Christmas is tonight , 
wish my room was big enough for a giant , 
wish I was too smart for school , 
And most of al l I wish I had 4 thousand 
sisters to stomp on my brother . 
Cami Corley 
Grade 3 
Forest Lake 
I feel like a puddle of water after I do 
something good . Reflected in me are the beautiful 
trees and sky and things above. 
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Woody Brown 
Camden H S 
FEBRUARY 
February means fir trees in the snow 
Fir trees in the snow 
February means elegant Va lentine parties 
Elegant Va lentine parties 
February means being kind to those you love . 
Being kind to those you love 
Febru ary means running through the woods 
Running through the woods 
February means using good cheer to lift a sad heart 
Using good cheer to lift a sad heart 
February means asking dad for the car 
Asking dad for the car 
February means reading books when it rains 
Reading books w hen it rains 
February means yearning for March to come 
Yearning for March to come 
Danny Black 
Easley H S 
February is lik e a defrosting refrigerator 
ABOUT FLOWERS 
I am a fl owe r. I 
b loom in the Sp ring 
I d ie in the w inte r 
because Jack Frost 
hits me in the cente r. 
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Nancy Goudelock 
10th Grade 
Easley H S 
Barbara Vereen 
Walk-in School 
A DAY ON THE BEACH 
Picture yourse lf on a beach 
with celery tree trunks and cabbage 
top trees. 
The stubby lettuce bushes have juicy 
tomato b lossoms 
Sand is tasty sunflower seeds 
The lighthouse is an orangebowl of Kooi-Aid 
With a spoon in the midd le 
A cucumber butterfl y f l ies by 
With app le wings 
And onion eyes 
Heading into a large crysta l bow l of mi lk 
Shirley Singleton 
12th Gra de 
Allendale-Fa irfax H S 
SUNDAY 
A visit to my grandmother 's 
A Sunday must because 
daddy thinks she won 't be here much longer. 
She looks so tiny and sweet 
when I lean down to kiss her . 
I fa ll as leep on the big mahogany bed 
while Nana converses with mama and daddy. 
When I wake we make cheese sandwiches 
because that 's the only thing in the refrigerator. 
She gives us a dollar for raking her yard 
And we buy donuts from the corner 
doughnut shop for her. 
Then it 's time to go and she si ts on 
the porch in the rocker and wa its till 
the next Sunday visit. 
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Margaret Sexton 
12th Grade 
Brookland-Cayce H S 
SUNDAY'S DINNER 
Rice with brown gravy 
co ll ard greens, 
Hot bisquits with syrup 
string beans , 
Candied Sweet potatoes 
fried chicken , 
Bar-B-O spare ribs 
finger lickin ; 
Ice tea macaroni 
coconut pie , 
Potato salad , coles law . 
my! oh myl 
POEM 
Sharon Grayson 
12th Grade 
Ruffin H S 
Life is like someone blowing 
bubbles wi th bubb le gum . 
Blow a bubble every thing is 
fine fo r a while 
Pop a bubble things are all 
screwed up. Sometimes someone 
e lse. because o f their motives. 
may pop another one's bubble . 
No matter how the bubble 
bursts . it w ill continue to 
be and continue to pop . 
Death is getting rid of 
the gum . 
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Claire Moise 
10th Grade 
Sumter H S 
OUR LOVE, THE LIFESAVER 
The taste in my mouth is bitter-
sweet ; slowly dissolving- like 
our love . It 's like a mixture 
of your sweet kisses and my 
bitter tears. 
This bittersweet taste brings back 
memories of times we once 
shared when you said that 
you loved me and I knew 
you meant it . 
You say you love me now 
but as you say it my life-
saver slowly disso lves and 
with it goes the love you 
said would never die . 
Why couldn 't our love have been 
like a piece of chewing gum 
that gets tougher as you 
chew it instead of like the 
slowly dissolving lifesaver . 
Kathy Shipman 
10th Grade 
Laurens H S 
POTATO CHIPS 
Crunch , Crunch , Crunch , 
Munch , Munch , Munch . 
M,M ,M ,M ,M ,M ,M , 
When I eat em , I eat a bunch. 
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Karen Collins 
Grade 5 
Win dsor Elementary 
AT NIGHT 
At home I always hear my sister cry, 
My father snores , and the wind goes by , 
At night I wake up and say, " Who's there? " 
And then uh-oh , up goes my hair. 
Aimee DuBose 
Unit 500 
L. B. Nelson School 
VAMPIRES 
A Vampire comes in your house 
at night and you turn on the light. 
That vampire will get scared and 
guess what he will do? 
That vampire will suck a pacifier in front of you. 
FOG 
Lee Fogle 
Unit 400 
L. B. Nelson Elementary 
Fog , creeping in like a ghost , 
Covers the trees , the sun , the sky. 
It slowly steals around the earth 
Blanketing our world with a sigh. 
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Beth Rizer 
12th Grade 
Ruffin H S 
HALLOWEEN 
Red , yellow, and green 
The color of halloween. 
Dale and Frankenstein 
and their crew. 
Dale 's girlfriends cooking up 
her witches brew. 
Kelvin 
Grade 7 
Bishopville Middle School 
BLUE 
Blue is a color for attracting. 
In the summer the shores are swinging, 
Not just because of the sand. 
People gaze at blue brick buildings. 
As if it held magic 
A blue car, hit twice, and not during night 
can easily be seen during the light. 
Jay Haskell 
11th Grade 
Allendale-Fairfax H S 
RED 
Red is the color of your 
toe when it is hurt. Red is the 
color of a vampire 's burp . Red is 
the color of a beautiful rose. Red 
is the color of Santa 's nose . Red 
is the color of somebody's eyes 
w hen they have just finished crying 
from their lies. 
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Diane Goff 
Grade 5 
Forest Lake 
PRAIRIE 
Brown shoots wave 
in neatly set squares 
Bristles pass 
over rich brown earth 
Far into the deserted hull 
of Indian-land 
cut only 
by a stretch of blacktop 
People 
Dare you 
to be lonely 
I REMEMBER 
Jane Cook 
Palmetto H S 
I remember the smell of hay 
on that vivid day gone past . 
I got kicked by a Jersey in Maine 
that summer. 
She left her print on my shirt . 
My landing was perfect in that 
lost bucket of milk ; 
where I found a splashy seat. 
116 
Steven Dysart 
Greenwood H S 
SELF-PORTRAIT 
My ankles are like a knotty pine tree . 
One is a little off balance . 
My tongue feels like a slimy eel. 
My hair feels like a lard bucket with 
a snow blizzard . 
My gut is a turtles back . 
The hair on my chest is like 
the deep dark jungles 
of Africa. 
REAL WOMAN 
Awhile ago I looked into the mirror 
And saw a few exaggerated jelly beans 
Today I look and can almost make out 
The entire candy factory 
FRAGMENTS 
Kathy Wright 
12th Grade 
Palmetto H S 
Chris Freeman 
Grade 8 
Hanberry Jr. High 
Her face was like a burning rose 
In which fire did no harm . 
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Reginald Mayshack 
12th Grade 
Hartsville H S 
STOMACH 
That smooth slightly curved 
surface of firm muscles 
has in its possession . 
the beginning of life . 
It protrudes outward as 
the seed of life continues to 
fight for it 's great debut. 
It slopes heavily to the 
bottom with its heavy load , 
and wishing like hell for 
the unexpected to happen . 
The debut came at 2:06 a.m. 
Tuesday morning and what 
is left of those firm mus-
cles is fat and blab . 
Climb Mount Playtex 
plant a flag on the highest peak 
cross burning plains 
and 
oh 
I c an 't believe 
it 's a gird le' 
You don 't have to smoke behind the barn 
anymore 
Go on and burn it down . 
You are a mountain 
Grow on . 
Billie Nelms 
12th Grade 
Palmetto H S 
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Waltene Vaughn 
10th Grade 
Sumter H S 
POEM 
She is a broad 
buxom and built 
Flaxen go ld curls 
give views of 36-24-36 
Thought a broad 
was broad like me 
Two feet across 
from the back alley view 
Dumb as a doorknob 
with moons of b lu e eyes 
giving only 
tell-tale signs 
of a possible brain 
Lashes caked with black 
Ruby red li ps 
disp layed 
from Wor ld War II 
OLD GUITARIST 
His clothes are as tattered as an old 
hermit's. 
He is as thin as a starving dog , 
He 's as old as a grandfather clock , 
He is still young at heart. 
His musi c seems to be as beautiful as 
the morning sunshine. 
He loves his music more than he 
loves himself. 
I think that he could play 
forever . 
Nancy Polk 
9th Grade 
Ruffin H S 
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Cheryl Morrow 
11th Grade 
Palmetto H S 
MRS. DANIELL 
When I look at roses 
its like looking at you 
Your lips are like blood 
red lipstick. Your hair is 
like golden silk , Your 
face is like a happy 
face ring. Your tears are 
like sprinkles of rain . 
The air you breathe 
is like an hairdryer 
drying your tears away 
You are like a bird 
flying south because 
you are going away. 
Pretty soon I hope 
you are a bird coming 
back. 
POEM 
I wish I were a boy 
Not having to sit proper 
Or a star quarterback 
Who couldn 't get a date 
Or maybe I wish I were a door 
So I could see what was going 
On when I got locked . 
Mandy Gatch 
Grade 4 
Satchel Ford 
Joyce Sweat 
Sumter H S 
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SIGHT OF DEATH 
Death what is it 
something to fear, 
Well not to me. 
I fear not death 
But the sight of it, 
Seeing my dog being 
hit by a big bad 
car , or a bird being 
smoked into death by 
a burning pot, or a 
fish being hooked for 
a frying pan. No 
I fear not death 
but the sight of death. 
POEM 
Wendy Myers 
Grade 8 
Hanberry Jr. High 
Anticipation of what might become , turns daylight 
into darkness 
Happiness fills only others. who don 't know. 
do not remember. 
The wife was strong , the boy, soon to be a 
man , shed remembrance tears. 
And we , by the door , felt the cold feeling of 
death pass through the room of that which we 
knew. 
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Mark Jay Chaney 
Palmetto H S 
I'M AFRAID 
You know I'm not afraid of anything 
Not a lion . goat , bear. 
Not even a dog . 
My little brother: Phil come here for a minute. 
Me 0 K. little Brother 
M . L. B. Look at this bug 
Me Ma ma help' help' Randy put a bug on me . 
SIAMESE 
Phil Watts 
11th Grade 
Fort Mill H S 
LIGHTING BUG 
There 's little cute bugs 
with tai ls that light up 
and at night if you try you 
can surely see one. 
and when you catch one 
it makes your hand feel 
l ike litt le peop le wa lking. 
Looking nowhere with crossed eyes, 
Sitting like a statue upon the T.V 
Lewis Lawhon 
12th Grade 
Hartsville H S 
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Brenda Gale 
Grade 5 
Bethel Sc hool 
SETTING 
Slender fingers slip 
across iced linen 
reaching for sparkling 
glasses vibrating 
to the buzzing of 
sweat bees circling 
the slow-turning 
ceiling fan 
and the French table 
service wallows 
in pools of silver 
and crystal. 
Kim Jordan 
11th Grade 
D. W. Daniel H S 
CATFISH 
I 'm afraid of the catfish , 
The dark and slimy catfish 
Crawling and creeping along , 
the dark water 's depths. 
I 'm afraid of the catfish , · 
with the long yellowish fins. 
And the sharp o lden fins . 
The catfish , deep and slimy. 
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David Bascam 
Grade 8 
Hanberry Jr. High 
TOGETHERNESS 
All Day 
All night. 
Grumping and growling 
Loving and smiling . 
Allways working 
Never slowing. 
City Council and Civil Service 
Garden Club and H.U.D . 
Deacon Meetings 
Usher Service . 
This is a portrait 
of my Father . 
Every day 
Every night . 
Searching and finding 
Compassion and an ger . 
Forever working 
Seldom stopping . 
Easley High and Presbyteri an Churc h 
Garden Club and Woman 's Club 
Hand Bell Choir 
Church Organist. 
This is a portrait 
of my Mother. 
Never here 
Always There. 
Studying and studying 
Worrying and worrying. 
Studying always 
Sleeping seldom . 
P. C. College and Diana Lee 
Dental School and Emory. 
Myrtle Beach 
Clinton , S. C . 
This is a portrait 
of my brother . 
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Never together 
Always away. 
Stopping and starting 
Coming and going 
Church work often 
City work allways. 
Bass lessons and organ practice 
Meetings and bills. 
Forever 
Separated. 
This is a portrait 
of my family . 
CHILDISH HEART 
Kiss me 
One time 
and I' ll 
Kiss you . 
Hold me 
One time 
And I'll 
Hold you . 
But love me 
One time , 
And I'll 
Love you , 
Forever . 
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Bill Stuckey 
Group 4 
Easley H S 
Sheilah Bagwell 
D. W. Daniel H S 
POEM 
I feel like my boyfriend really 
never loved me . 
I feel a strange way, which I 
don 't know what it means. 
I feel left out a lmost all the 
time 
I feel hungry 
I feel a need of love from a 
nice boy . 
Anonymous 
Grade 5 
Windsor Elementary 
PICTURE YOURSELF 
Picture yourse lf in a football game 
With a football of sour candy drops. 
and your quarterback a stick of chewing 
gu,n . And your coach a marshmellow . 
Ladella Myers 
Allendale-Fairfax H S 
POEM 
Cold creeps into my mind 
stea ling 
the last visions 
of chi ldhood . 
Vacant. I stand 
seeking a future . 
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Jody Holder 
Palm etto H S 
APATHY 
feel the redness of hate , 
touch the taste of revenge , 
smell the sight of blood. 
hear the want for love . 
But most of all I 'm hungry. 
Bubba Dawson 
Orangeburg-Wilkinson H S 
A Norman Rockwell'd funny man 
Mingles on the sawdusted stickypoo 
A giant metallic monster 
Grinds a juvenile mind into an 
ice-cream sandwich 
A W.O. Brand Steak 
Sprays the air with his warped 
Amy Vanderbilt Etiquette 
REVOLUTION 
studs 
shout slowly at hippies 
as they walk through the depression 
colours screaming in their faces 
painful prints running off the wal ls 
a rockster sings in their eardrums 
pinching it until it turns red 
looking like a hicky 
With Joplin at their footsteps 
they pace the shy showers 
of Mandolin solos 
Mike Pulley 
12th Grade 
Airport H S 
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Kathy Wright 
11th Grade 
Palmetto H S 
SUMTER 
The city is rebuilding. 
Crunch , crunch. 
The sound of cement 
kneeling before man . 
This is my city. 
crunch , crunch. 
Tac-tac-tac we 're 
getting a brand new 
civic center . 
Tac , tac , tac , the sound 
of rivets . The city is 
rebuilding. 
The city has an affluent 
drug trade. 
Moan , groan , I am on 
a bumer. 
" Freddy is dead " blares over 
the radio. 
I can buy a joint. 
I can buy a pill. 
I can buy a sack. 
Moan , groan , My friend 
died of an 0.0 . 
crunch , crunch, tac-tac-tac . 
Moan , groan , the city is 
rebuilding . 
People sit , sit. sit in their 
ivory towers. Refusing to see. 
Me . just as I am. Just 
as I am lord . Just as I 
am 
Crunch , crunch , Tac-tac-tac 
Moan, groan , sit , sit. sit. 
Just as I am Th e city 
is rebuilding. 
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We all believe in God 
in my city. Yes we 
have two distinct 
church , white , and 
black . The churches 
teach everyone to love 
their brothers. Praise 
God , praise God. 
Crunch , Crunch , Tac-tac-tac . 
moan , groan , sit , sit, sit , " just 
as I am, " Praise God 
Praise God. The city is 
rebuilding. 
The social life , oh my, 
What a life . I wake 
up , wake up at six in 
the morn . Just to be 
prepared for the exhausting 
social life . We hang 
around the big building 
for 4 to 6 hours. We 
head homeward just for 
a snack , Some of us 
love it (the big building) so 
we go right back. 
We get our kicks 
from nothingness, isn 't 
that funny, funny, funny. 
Crunch , crunch , tac , tac, tac , 
moan , groan , sit , sit , sit, " Just 
as I am ", Praise God , Praise 
God , For the exhausting 
social life , funny, funny , funny. 
The city is rebuilding . 
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Oh , you should see the 
Azaleas in the Spring. 
The blooming azaleas. They 
are the pride of Sumter . 
You know . Enough, Enough 
Enough. We have azaleas 
too. 
Pollution , pollution where 
for art thou . Here . there , 
everywhere. The smoke stacks 
send up thy unholy incense . 
The city is smelling like 
raw sewage . The city is 
The city is. 
God bless you Turkey Creek. 
If you could only say what's 
in your mind . 
Crunch , crunch. Tac , tac . lac . 
moan , groan. sit , sit. sit. " Just 
as I am ," Praise God , Praise God . 
For the exhausting social life , 
funny. funny. funny, Enough , enough 
enough . Pollution , Pollution , The city is 
The city is. The city is rebuilding. 
POETRY AND SOUNDS 
A Pencil sharpener sounds like crust breaking . 
Terry Brand 
Sumter H S 
A cinder block sounds like a brick hitting against a pipe . 
A piece of chalk sounds like a needle hitting a brick. 
A stop sign sounds like a bottle hitting a can . 
A smile sounds like a fo aming cloud . 
A synt sounds like hurt mice . 
Jody Liner 
Grade 4 
Blythewood 
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SOUNDS 
They came from the kitchen and the linen room , 
Drifting in from outside , they were 
even in my dresser-drawers. 
They reminded me that the world was full 
of them. 
I pulled the string of garlic closer and dreamed of bravery . 
Danny Ferguson 
12th Grade 
Allendale-Fairfax H S 
HALLOWEEN 
tastes like pork and beans 
salad and turkey guts 
smell like rabbit hips and look 
like puppy teeth 
feels like hog grease 
sounds like a midnight rider 
riding on the bridge 
MYSELF 
My nose is a ski lodge. 
Wesley 
Grade 8 
Hanberry Jr. High 
" Whee " someone 's sliding down it. 
My eyes are a dark brown tunnel 
Sometimes it 's very scary. 
My ears are an alley . 
Little red ants climb in them . 
My fingers are islands and 
My hand is land. 
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Cindy Horton 
Unit 500 
L. B. Nelson School 
POEM 
When you happen to break your wrist 
It is awful hard to make a fist 
At night when you try to sleep 
The pain goes beep beep BEEP. 
Then your fingers hurt more and more 
Like you slammed them in the door. 
The next morning when you awake 
You feel like you were in an earthquake . 
After it has been repaired 
You were in a tree and were dared 
You slipped on your wrist , 
Now you can 't make a fist . 
POEM 
Cathy Hollis 
Grade 8 
Hanberry Jr. High 
THE BEAMS OF SUN 
The old man 's face 
SLOWLY COAXED 
Looked on so placid 
THE MORNING HOUR 
As they shut his coffin 
SO THE ANXIOUS CHILDREN 
And buried him dead . 
MIGHT COME OUT TO PLAY . 
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Hazle Smith 
Liberty H S 
BLUE RIDGE 
Misty mornings kiss the cheeks 
of the mountains. 
The sounds of life 
sift through the trees. 
And the clouds cause the sun 
to blink . 
P. Fowler 
Palmetto H S 
POEM 
"VIRGIN FOREST AT SUNSET" 
Tiny people under trees 
Stalking flowers in the grass. 
Over their shoulders flowers sway 
While over their heads the sun sets doomed . 
Far above , dim branches hang heavy 
Like saturated hay. 
Marshall McCall 
Greenwood H S 
with my electric toothbrush in the morning , 
just awakened by my Westclox electric clock radio . 
my five minute breakfast cooked by an electric stove 
am no better 
then a young Greek warrior 
on his way home in the darkness 
from the battle of Marathon . 
Mike Pulley 
12th Grade 
Airport H S 
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MY BASEMENT 
cold smooth gray cold smoky 
conc rete 
peeling 
paint 
Stacked newspapers 
boxes 
smudged 
fingerprints 
graffiti 
nifty 
paraphenalia 
GHOSTLY THINGS 
Susan Meekins 
Grade 8 
St . Andrews Jr. High 
Tomorrow 's Poem is my birthday 
It also is my Halloween 
Tomorrow 's Poem is going to be 
Middle-sized . scary. long and short . 
(Very, very scaryl ) 
Tomorrow I am go ing to write a poem about ghost stories . 
monsters, 
bats, 
witc hes, dev il s, 
skeletons , and 
peop le . 
What are you going to write about? 
How can you do al l this in one poem? 
Mrs. Walker 's Second Grade 
Brockman Schoo l 
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DREAM 
A dream is like a piece of glass 
You can always see reality 
on the other side . 
But, I dreamed the other night 
that I was singing first soprano 
and I broke the glass. 
Debbie Brenner 
12th Grade 
West Florence H S 
POEM 
the strong sun 
& 
the meek moon 
share 
the same 
sky 
Nikki 
10th Grade 
Sumter H S 
ON POETRY 
If ever I was a poet and took to words right well. 
I would watch men and their manners and 
their secrets I wou ld tell. 
But friends and foes can tell you that 
never can express 
The senses of a luckless wor ld with all 
its holiness. 
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Jean McComb 
McCormick High School 
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INTERVIEW SUNDAY 
Replacing the madness of half-chopped turkeys 
The boys ran in wide circles 
And the wives talked of continuing 
Private nurseries 
Of whether four-year-o lds should be 
Taught the shape of letters 
While men , flushed from brandy and sweaters . 
Discussed the shape of 
The University Press 
One had heard of the Tennessee Poetry Journal 
The other had placed an article with 
Harper's in 1956 
And the visitors shifted on the couch 
For wasn 't this : 
Chapel Hill 
For wasn 't it enough to feel 
Broken fire and room rectangular? 
Satisfaction 
Was certainly the clearing 
Of Maxwell 's throat 
Carrington making a point 
With his thumb 
Eleanor dishing out hash 
And San Francisco 
No complaints: 
They were here , 
In the cultured plants 
And the hunting dog 's collapse 
With smiles only line, they sat 
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Measuring memory of 
Manners and wine-
And time: delicate and c lear 
In leftover liquid and g lass. 
Franklin Ashley 
THE DRUNKEN PROSPECTOR 
There was gold all around last night 
I saw it. The leaves held gleams 
too swell to be mere fool 's gold 
and heavily resisted evening wind . 
On water was a shimmering path 
a mule could almost walk on 
with pack and tools and me to boot. 
I a ll owed that Midas must have 
fled this way when his wealth 
exceeded p leasure . I stepped 
off measures there to mark 
my meager claim , then danced 
and fell down laughing to my sleep . 
An ill-made move ; for as I slept 
marauders crept in si lent ly and 
stole my treasure Oh , Stran ger! 
Judge me not insane; the gold is 
there for having if you take the proper 
road . Come with me then - provide 
us with a stake . and gather courage 
together we may find the Mother Lode . 
Dale Alan Bailes 
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DISSENT TO A YOGI 
While being reprimanded 
by her mother, a child 
became part of a spot 
of grape juice , spreading on 
a carpet: effort less ly 
she entered that wor ld of 
purple . 
Once , I felt my arm 
become the extension 
of a skillet in which 
meat was frying . Last week , 
dizzy with pollen , I saw 
molecu les dance within 
the bathroom tiles . 
Today 
my fingertips are stuck 
into the rosin of 
a fresh tree trunk . And am 
eas_ily with OM : never 
meditating , yet Being. 
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Rosemary Daniell 
MAZE 
The slopes of meaning disappear 
behind stacks of poems, books and papers 
and dance crazily in the dark air 
of the hidden trunk full of my 
father 's war medals and death certificate. 
In the winter, I dream of Pasternak 's 
frozen face sleeping beneath the snow 
and of King 's granite s lab perched 
on top of the red clay mound . 
Fortinbras is always running 
off at the mouth in the back 
of my mind and Holden Caulfield 
is forever running down the yellowed 
halls of some New York hotel 
and the lonesome kid in the 
much carved school desk of 
twenty-five years ago continues 
to scratch behind my eyelids ; 
while I, wearing a sea cap to conceal 
my receding hairline. seek my 
name among curious stones. 
Walter Griffin 
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AFTER CLASS 
You say you are discovering ideas, 
mulling them over 
like brands of liq uor, 
opinions growing in you 
like on ions. 
The s leeping seeds in your center 
lay dormant , 
re leased last summer in Europe , 
five weeks spent madly , being 
yourself , your own . 
When I look at you 
your mouth and eyes 
are like a door closing , 
a soft door. 
Leave it ajar. 
Leave the earth 's suede wa ll , 
that comfortab le niche in this spring ground . 
You are not the student . 
I am not the teacher. 
We are l ike neighbors, 
o ld cronies, 
sharing s lips and bulbs , 
cu ltivating gardens. 
Patricia Henley 
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VINE FLOWERS 
The villages are moods 
on the rock . So 
are slate pigeons with white rings 
around their necks 
outcrop-
pings, slate and granite 
underlying bright blue asters with blue centers . 
The form and direction of desire 
are like a candle-flame 
the reaction blowing into an image: 
the fine leaves like the backbones of small fish . 
The sea is like wrinkled iron in the shadows of the clouds . 
Smoky rain blows into waves like slag. 
The great plated trunks of the eucalyptus 
twist like the bodies of. porpoises 
up through the schools of 
the green light 
filled with yellow shimmerings. 
There is no idea but history 
and there is no idea but that idea 
that fills the body warm with dark light. 
P. B. Newman 
Seville-Segovia 
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EXILE 
(for Alfred Reid) 
my charleston childhood was interrupted 
nightly by sounds of ship horns 
passing the battery in briny east bay . 
i heard these and dreamed of someday 
sailing thru the seven seas , 
finding then leaving proverbial loves 
in all salty ports . 
but these dreams were never launched ; 
my travels were never so romantic . 
when i attained the age of idealism 
years later, i began to dream again , 
but of something dearer, an america 
with its people nearer each other 
than ever before. 
to see if this were possible 
i did my own landlocked survey 
in nashville and new york , 
in winston-salem , washington 
and western pennsylvania . 
i found the potential promising , 
the process exhausting . 
fatigued , i desert the issues 
to seek my solace in a return home 
and to romance. 
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now my distances are measured 
in ties that bind railroad lines-
so many to a mile , 
so many to a reverie-
the count coming back greater always 
than that on the outbound track. 
upon arrival i find everything 
the same in my dear old hometown : 
few structures going upwards 
and societies frowning on tearing any down . 
slaves still come and go , 
enjoying the probation 
given them ten decades ago. 
news is still of the war. 
the one we were lucky to lose, 
but would have won if our great-grands 
hadn 't tired themselves out whopping the foe . 
at last i recognize thomas wolfe 
and i have been traveling 
in the same compartment- years apart. 
he has taught my kind- a lesson 
i have learned the hard way 
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Eugene Robert Platt 
from Old Hickory Review 
Vol. 4 No . 1 
OCEANFRONT 
That house you lived in 
in Daytona was dying , inch by day. 
Once, there had been talk 
for Walt : 1933-1967 
of moving it , but the expense (considering 
its age) precluded 
any salvaging . Instead , 
the owner rented it to those 
foo lhardy (or hard up) who could withstand 
an occasional shudder 
as sandlost underpinnings gave 
of what would come tomorrow , next year, 
ten depending , on the sea . 
Sleeping badly there , I suffered 
the recurrence of a dream: ourselves 
shot out mid-ocean 
on its boards, past that shimmering point 
of visibility , into the frantic rim 
of a maelstrom . Each night , helpless 
as that other 
watching his brother go down 
I saw you descend 
into that deceit ful eye 
where the immoveab le drown . 
By day we searched the tentative strand 
you thought tq ho ld with sharks· teeth . 
or with conchs and ruined starfish 
giving up (of drying 
on the windowsill) 
their perfect inexactness to become 
ca lcu lab le as stone 
for you , unmindfu l of my dream 
(or that old house 
and its sensible warning ) 
of what must come tomorrow , next year. 
ten depending . 
Bennie Lee Sinclair 
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THREE GENERATIONS IN THEIR SONG 
Father was, from way back, a hard-hat and a grit 
A great believer in booze and law and order. 
He'd come careening home, roaring and half-lit, 
To give me hell-and something else to Mother. 
I turned to Culture, the joy in Mother's eyes 
Too raw for me to stomach. and listened to Bach. 
Settled down to studying "divine lies,·· 
Suspecting. horrified, that Truth's a crock. 
Now I steer a middle course and laugh 
As our sons march on 
History with flags of pot and peace. 
Somewhere in their train is a Golden Calf. 
But deep in their hearfs desire is a Golden Fleece. 
William E. Taylor 
YOUTH HAS A WAY OF DYING QUIETLY 
In old photographs of dead people 
handsome faces are poised just right 
into maturity 
Triumphant men in gallant poses 
Soldiers rakes poets frauds 
all lining the meridians of nowhere 
all in disguise 
all at the moment of knowing 
But at the edge there is always 
the tail of a departing dog 
something the photographer could not 
ink out 
some memory strangling in its sleep 
Richard Williams 
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THE POETS IN RESIDENCE 
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University of South Carolina. His poems have appeared in two dozen lit-
tle magazines and in three collections both in America and abroad. At 
present he lives with his wife in Clarion, Pennsylvania where he is an 
assistant to the Dean of Student Affairs at Clarion State College. 
FRANKLIN ASHLEY teaches at USC-Aiken. where he is Academic 
Coordinator of the English Department. He has published poetry, short 
stories, and essays in numerous little magazines and professional 
periodicals, and has seen two one-act plays produced by Columbia's 
Workshop Theatre. In addition to writing, his interests include playing 
piano in a jazz trio and composing music. His poetry has been included 
in three anthologies. and two chapters of an unpublished novel were in-
cluded in Voices From The Earth. 
WILLIAM E. TAYLOR was born May 20. 1920. Newark, N.J. He holds 
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